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With the intent of providing an avenue for the best
student literature submitted to reach an appreciative
audience of peers and mentors, the Whittier College
chapter of the international English Honorary Society,
Sigma Tau Delta, resuscitated the Literary Review in
1986. Ranging from poetry to prose to non-fiction pieces,
all of the work published in the Literary Review is written
by Whittier College students. All of the work done on the
actual publication including the layout, design, selection
process and the overall editing of the Review is also solely
student initiated.
However, this is not to say that the pieces were created
in a vacuum void of non-student input. It is due to the
very nature of an academic community that the Review
exists, and thus, it is only fair to note the influences on
the works. It is also necessary to thank Dr. Anne Kiley,
Sigma Tau Delta's advisor, for the use of her resources
(living room) and feeding us sticky buns and non-Cl coffee.
It is because the goal of academia is to exchange
thoughts and insight on issues as well as disseminate an
art to the masses for consumption, synthesis and
subsequent cultivation of that art form or the themes
within that the Literary Review strives to present the best
work submitted from authors involved in a wide range of
disciplines whose works depict that vast world of
academia that is being further explored with each piece.
We invite you to read the pieces just for fun, just for
insight and just because they are a part of Whittier. In
doing so, you can get closer to yourself, the issues at hand
and the Whittier aura.
Enjoy,
Adam Webster
1994 Editor-in-Chief
1994 Literary Review Staff
Editor-in-Chief Adam Webster
Assistant Editors - Iris Fujikawa
Ryan Nielsen
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by Yenny ColTvilTlTe

Mr. Smith loved to eat bagels. He ate a bagel for
breakfast, a bagel for lunch, and one after dinner for
desert. Late in the night, if his wife was not reading on
the couch, he would tiptoe into the kitchen and sneak
another. His body let out a rawhide shudder like the
reverberations of a drum as he sunk his teeth into the
tough leathery surface of a pumpernickel. The bagels,
to his children's dismay and wonder, tasted bland like
tree bark and almost always seemed to be five days old.
But Mr. Smith adjusted himself very comfortably to the
blandness. He told his children and his wife that he was
so humble that to him a bagel was like a fondue or a
Mexican enchilada. His midnight bagel was a secret,
however. He considered it the only luxury that life
afforded him and he relished every tough morsel.
Mr. Smith was a self denying man. "It's good to
be humble," he constantly told his wife when she urged
him to take a turkey sandwich or some left-over steak
for lunch. Mrs. Smithworried about her husband. She
had a sneaking suspicion that his passion for bagels
was unhealthy so she often slipped doughnuts and
Dolly Madison Fruit Pies into his lunches hoping that
he might give in to temptation. But exasperatingly, the
goodies always came back untouched. Mrs. Smith
found them waiting on the counter neatly placed one on
-5-

top of the other in their cellophane wrappers.
Sometimes after returning from aerobics she
would be so offended by the sight of the rejected goodies
that she would devour them herself and decide that she
was too full to fix dinner. Instead she would pull out the
assortment of Tupperware vegetables and munch until
her teeth felt like rubber. Mr. Smith had no objection
to Mrs. Smiths refusal to prepare dinner. He simply
resigned himself to eating another bagel. Mrs. Smith
would sit on the couch listening to her husband
humming Vivaldi and ceremoniously preparing his
bagel with butter, or bagel with cream cheese. Her
exasperation would grow like a wild weed with every
carrot crunch and every chord of her husband's
complacency.
"A man cannot live on bagels alone George," she
would say. Are you practicing to become a monk
George? Or possibly the great Bagel Martyr?" Then she
would march out of the living room and put on her "Hits
of the 50's and 60's" tape. She would close the rec-room
door but turn the volume up so high that Del Shannon's
voice wavered along along with Vivaldi's violins.
Mrs. Smith was not always so hard on Mr. Smith.
She was just too sensitive, she told herself, and she
vowed not to let her irritation consume her finer feelings.
With her children she had been as sane and tender as
the Lemon Fresh Joy she used to clean the dishes with.
After years of mothering she could rattle of remedies for
-6-

poison ivy, sunburn and teenage depression like she
was reading the phonebook. Now, after she finally
learned to take care of her children, they were all grown
up and gone away and she was left with a crazy
husband.
She knew that something was wrong with her
husband's behavior, not to mention his digestive system.
After two years of eating almost only bagels, it had
begun to backfire, putter, and emit noxious fumes.
Sometimes lying in bed, she would wake up with an
unpleasant strangling sensation in her throat. She
would be dreaming that she was locked inside a garage
and sitting inside a car with its ignition running. When
she realized that she was about to strangle from carbon
dioxide fumes, she sprang out of bed and ran to open
the window. Mr. Smith slept peacefully as his gas
circled around his head. It drifted out through the
window over the street and made the neighborhood
dogs howl in their backyards.
But Mrs. Smith lived a good life with Mr. Smith.
He was always reliable, had provided for the children
and had loved her with a steady love that repeated itself
everyday like the constant tick of a clock and the
photographs numbered and lined up in the photo
albums. Mrs. Smith could not complain. He had her
trapped this way. As she walked outside on the nights
that the gas was intolerable she sometimes felt wicked
for being so mean to her husband. She felt like under
-7-

the moonlight her fingernails and toenails were growing
longer and that her hair was curling around her face in
a mangy tangle.
The steadiness of their life bothered her, nagged
at her, pulled at her legs and snagged her nylons. It
made her life, by comparison, feel as if it were caught up
in a tumble dry washing machine. Her cycles of binges
and carrot sticks, binges and carrot sticks, were only
external signs. She was a passionate woman. She
knew she was! She felt this at her aerobics class while
she hopped and skipped to the golden oldie selection.
When Smoky or Aretha came on over the speaker
system she wanted to hop right out the door and strut
down the street like Tina Turner. Now, as she sat on the
couch staring down at the cold Tupperware and frosty
vegetables, she thought, "these carrot sticks are stabbing
me in the heart."
At 1:00 on Tuesday afternoon, Mr. Smith was at
his desk in the office just outside of the main office on
the 34th floor of the big bank building. His pencil was
poised and his paperweight planted. His children gazed
up at him like benevolent angels from a golden picture
frame. "I would die for them," was the thought that
crossed his mind at this moment. He repeated this
thought passionately and heroically every day at 1:00,
except for the days that he took an early bagel break. He
now plunged his pencil into the mouth of his electric
pencil sharpener and obtained something akin to sexual
-8-

satisfaction. He imagined his wife Martha coming out
of the bathroom in her short flannel nightgown with
dental floss hanging from her teeth. The floss always
got stuck between her two upper molars on the left side.
She had started sleeping in the other room because she
said that the gassy odor, the result of his bagel eating,
was getting to be too much for her. He wondered,
sometimes, if he wasn't as romantic as he used to be.
Mr. Smith had his schedule mapped out with
pegs on a cork board. He moved them around like he
was playing a game of battleship. "Strategy," he would
mumble under his breath. "Every step of my life is a
risk, so I've got to plan it out carefully." Mr. Smith had
recently gotten into the habit of counting the tiles in the
bank corridor. There were 27 tiles from his office door
to the water machine, and 95 from his office to the
elevator. It took Mr. Smith about 1.5 seconds to take
one moderately paced step. With this in mind, he
figured out exactly how many minutes would be taken
out of his schedule when he had to use the toilet or get
a drink of water.
At first Mr. Smith considered his games to be a
pleasant diversion, but as he continued playing them
they became more exciting, like gambling and he began
to place bets on the number of tiles involved in alternate
routes to the lavatory. During his breaks, when no one
was looking he shuffled around the corridor like someone
learning to ballroom dance, trying out his new strategies.
-9-

Often times he took his games quite seriously by
explaining to himself that the luxuries of the toilet and
the water fountain were becoming more and more
necessary due to his incessant bagel eating.
But recently Mr. Smith's game had taken a
violent turn. He began to think about earthquakes and
natural disasters. There were cases in which it would
be direly important to know how much traveling time he
was dealing with. The other week a colleague had
approached him during his daily count. "How's your
wife doing George?" he asked. Irritated at being
interrupted, Mr. Smith shoved him out of his path and
said, "You'll be sorry if a bomb explodes."
Mr. Smith was on his 18th step; 13 steps away
from the water machine and 40 away from the bathroom,
when his secretary poked her head out of his office door
and yelled. "Your wife is on the phone."
"Can you tell her to wait one second Shirley," he
said. He continued on with his pattern, stepping one
foot into the black and one foot into the white, like a
mechanical soldier whose legs were connected at the
knees. Mr. Smith entered the bathroom , relieved
himself, said a few words to the janitor (he believed that
all men where equal in the lavatory) washed his hands,
and turned the faucet handles to precisely the right
combination of hot and cold. As he stood with his palms
face up under the hand dryer he felt the master of his
surroundings. The warm air made his hands feel larger
-10-

and stronger. He remembered his wife waiting on the
telephone and he thought about how he had taken such
good care of her. He knew that something had been
bothering her lately but he wasn't sure exactly what it
was. Had she changed her hair? He admitted that he
had stopped paying attention to the details. But to him
she always looked beautiful. From the day he married
her, he decided that he would wrap her in a protective
netting of solid squares and blocks of time. He had paid
off the house, there was car insurance, medical insurance
and all the bagels he could consume. He was truly a
happy man. Mr. Smith's spirits lifted and, in his
pleasant state of mind, he forgot his wife. He stood in
the same position for quite some time, surrendered
with his palms up to the hand drying machine.
By the time Mr. Smith got back to the office, Mrs.
Smith had lost her sense of urgency. She hung up the
phone in the bedroom and walked to the kitchen. The
telephone that hung over the dishwasher was pink.
Underneath it was a corkboard with hundreds of notices,
receipts and reminders held down by their edges with
sharp silver thumb tacks. Now, as she lifted her head
to the hopeless papers the silver tacks looked menacing.
What business did they have sticking their offensive
steely bodies into the helpless pieces of paper? Mrs.
Smith felt as if a cold metal point had suddenly been
stuck into the small of her back. She used her fingernails
and let all of the papers free. They rolled across the
- 11 -

countertop and breathed fluttering sighs of relief as
they descended to the floor. She looked at the tacks in
her hands; her fingernails were bleeding. "Oh vile
things," she whispered. With a pounding heart she
decided she would put them in a place where they would
be out of the way of human frailty.
She rummaged through the empty cabinets and
finally she found an empty MJB coffee can with a tight
plastic lid. As she dropped them inside, her hand
recoiled over the opening as if the tacks might spring to
life and prick her. She made a hole in the backyard with
her garden spade, and dug so deep that when the hole
was finished she had buried a whole row of begonias
with the unearthed soil. As she tossed the can inside
the hole and heard it clatter back at her, she decided
that dirt wouldn't be enough to silence the laughing
metallic voices. She ran to the tool shed and drug out
a bag of powdered cement. She dumped the powder into
the hole and then watched as a gray cloud puffed up
against her face and descended over the garden like a
heavy and deathly spell. When the dust settled, Mrs.
Smith got the garden hose and filled the hole until the
cement became a thick lumpy broth.
Mrs. Smith went back into the kitchen and
picked up the pink receiver. It stood out against her
skin which was now gray and lifeless. "Can I talk to Mr.
Smith, this is his wife."
"I'm sorry Mrs. Smith, I thought he had already
-12-

answered the phone, I gave him the message."
"That's all right, Helen, it doesn't really matter
very much."
The phone clicked. A little red button flashed on
Mr. Smith's office phone. He had just spread out his
lunch and was halfway through his bagel when he saw
the red light flashing in the reflection of his glasses.
"I'm

leaving you George," Mrs. Smith was

whispering on the other end of the line. She was
practicing. She wanted to sound tragic and meaningful,
but now it all seemed silly. When Mr. Smith picked up
the phone her voice sounded dull, similar to a dial tone.
"I'm leaving you George."
Vr000m! Helen turned on the vacuum cleaner in
the other room and had forgotten to close the door. Mrs.
Smith's voice filled with fuzz died to the dulled ears of
Mr. Smith. All that he heard was a sound like that of an
engine dying or struggling to get started. Lately he had
been hearing this sound quite often. He heard it under
the door as it swept the carpet dust, he heard it in the
voice of his 19 year old son who didn't have a car and
was failing his high school algebra class, he heard it
coming out of his own throat when he brushed his
teeth. He would stand in front of the mirror staring at
his teeth and the noise would rise, bubbling up in the
foamy toothpaste. He usually didn't mind the noise
because it filled the silence. The monotony of the
upward and downward strokes of the toothbrush.
-13-

"What is the matter, Martha?" said Mr. Smith
with a gentleness that rose and fell above the dull tone.
"I'm leaving you," she said again. "Jean will
graduate from college this year and Steven will be
moving out on his own. For Christ's sake even the dog
," the vacuum cleaner

is dead George. "Vr000m

went on again and Mrs. Smith's voice was sucked up
inside it. Mr. Smith could only make out bits of what
she was saying. Her voice was like pieces of a broken
plate in a dustpan. "I mean, for the longest time I have
been sustaining myself by providing for other people
"Vr000m

"I'm 40 pounds overweight, I haven't

shaved my legs in three months. The only time I get out
of the house is to buy food products or Lisol. I'm a
consumer and that's it. I wouldn't be surprised if I
sprouted wheels and became a grocery cart."
"But we have to prepare for the future, Martha,"
was the feeble reply from the other end of the phone.
Mr. Smith had become pale and couldn't hear his own
voice over the vacuum's noise that grew louder and
softer as it turned corners in the adjacent offices. He
had been taking a bite of his bagel at the beginning of
Mrs. Smith's speech and now the bite rested in his open
mouth. Swallowing it would have been like swallowing
a rock.
He had begun to perspire. The insides of his
stomach had loosened from the half of the bagel that he
had consumed, and now contracted into a knot that
-14-

sucked the air out of him, as if Helen had placed the
head of the vacuum cleaner directly over his heart. He
started counting the pegs on his schedule board,
examining the patterns. What could have gone wrong?
Every marker was in place. He skimmed his desk. His
2 lb. paper weight was still in place. It held down his
papers easily. His pencils stood upright in their container
all sharpened to a steely point.
"The future George?" continued Mrs. Smith.
"Vr000m

" The vacuum cleaner's voice now

sounded the same as his wife's voice, "preparing for the
future we have been hiding from ourselves? It's easy to
say that in in the future we will be happy.
"Vr000m

"we'll buy a motor-home, you'll study

birds, we'll go to gem and mineral shows. But what
about what we want right now? Did you ever think
about that, George?
"I'm very happy right now, Martha." Mr. Smith's
stomach was slowly filling with air. The pressure was
becoming unbearable, he felt his bagels rolling around
inside of him, and for once wished he had had a bowl of
cereal for breakfast.
"That's right George," Mrs. Smith continued.
"Because you can go Vroom denying Vroom present.
It's too scary Vroom want Vroom to change everything.
You would look at yourself and find a lifeless old man
who hums when he brushes his teeth and eats four
bagels a day."
_15-

Mr. Smith clutched his stomach and small
pumpernickel tears rolled down his face.
"I refuse to wear polyester, I refuse to go on
shuffle board cruises and eat prune danishes and wear
wide brim hats with plastic flowers."
Mrs. Smith's voice had risen up and gathered
body. It was billowing and Mr. Smith felt that it might
carry away his house and he would return to find only
an empty lot of land and Mrs. Smith, whose voice he no
longer recognized, crawling around on her hands and
knees like a deranged demon.
"Oohh" she howled. "George, you know I love
you, but you're killing me with carrot sticks, you're
wounding me with you're routine. If you eat another
bagel in my presence I will surely die." With that, Mrs.
Smith hung up the phone. She lay down on the couch
and breathed deeply. She felt good, very good, just like
Tina Turner. But when she tried to get up, she found
it impossible. Her limbs had become heavy as if cement
had sunk in and mixed with the sweat of her pores.
After a while she couldn't move the tips of her fingers for
fear that they would crack off. Slowly her heart began
to feel thick and gravely and her eyes felt sealed over so
that all she could see was gray.
Mr. Smith, upon hearing the receiver click, fell
into a state of shock. The rolling in his stomach became
more violent and he glanced desperately at his corkboard
and found that five red thumb tacks had been
-16-

strategically placed in a solid line. His battle ship was
sunk. He yelled to Helen who did not hear him over the
unmitigated roar of the vacuum. Mr. Smith sat down
in his chair, hugged the framed picture of his children
to his explosive abdomen and something in him, deep
behind his neatly placed ribs, and a protective layer of
bagel fat, spontaneously combusted. The gassy fumes
filled the entire 35th floor of the big bank building. They
crept over the cold tiles and into the drinking fountains.
When Mrs. Smith finally got off of her couch and went
to collect her husband's paper weight, pencils and
corkboard, she found in his schedule book drawn in red
marker at 1p.m. every day, "I love you Martha and I
would die for my children."

-17-

Poems: Adam Webster
fhi&c Hugs
I hug you loosely.
Denotes friendship, don't you know?
But in my heart, I feel more than friendship.
I feel like holding you tight,
Picking you up,
whirling you around
(like people do when they haven't seen each other in
a while)
(like people in romantic movies)
like people in love.
We
We
We
We

have let go way too soon,
have hugged way too loosely,
have lived way too falsely,
will die way too lonely.

When next we hug,
Let us do so forever;
Tight, true,
full of life.

You Are 9vtiJ 1
You are my Socrates' hemlock;
My Pandora's box;
My Achilles' heel;
Kryptonite to my Man of Steel.
The pervading solitude sound in a silent movie;
A Prince's kiss to my Sleeping Beauty.
You are the hill
To my engine that could.
The Big, Bad Wolf
To houses of straw and wood
I am Abel.
You are my Cain.
-18-

To Noah's contemporaries
You are the rain.
You are everything, yet nothing at all.
You are my winter, my summer, my spring, my fall;
The boy who cried wolfs last waning call.
"Porridge too hot
Porridge too cold."
On again, off again
Story gets old.
But not old enough
That I don't want to hear
You are The Fairest
To my mirror, mirror
You are my one
And you are my only
You are the Savior
To the otherwise lonely.
You give me life,
But are causing my death.
Never to have you,
You are my last breath.

i4lmbivelance
Yours is not
mine
is not yours
We are two yet
one
time I thought we
united
we stand divided we
fall
from grace is what happens whenever
i love
you.
-19-

Great or ¶BrtgIit Infers J[ot
E't-ceffence:
n E-ptoration of £Mutuciiity wul
J-uiercircIy in. SeuaiRettitionthips in.
Paradise Lost
by yennifer Strncfi-ez -Satazar
.though both
Not equal, as thir sex not equal
seem'd;
For contemplation hee and valor
formed,
For softness she and sweet
attractive Grace,
Hee for God only, shee for God in
him....
Paradise Lost, IV:295-299
For decades, female critics have read this passage of
Milton's epic poem and cringed at the poet's portrayal
of Eve, the Christian type of all women, as subordinate
to or "not equal" to Adam, the corresponding type for
men. These lines have long been viewed by many critics
as justification for the subjugation of women by a
patriarchal system (and by some as literary seeds of a
misogynist culture). They can, however, be explored
(along with the entire poem) from a standpoint that
attempts to eliminate all post-lapserian bias and receive
them as Milton intended for the description of unfallen
humankind. Milton was far from a misogynist; as
-20-

Diane McColley notes, "Many who love Milton's poems,
including many women, find that his regard for the
quality of human beings of both sexes offers more
toward mutual respect than the problem of equality can
undo" (149); according to her view, "Equality is in any
case a fallen concept—needed to rectify injustices that
no one in a state of sinless blessedness would consider
committing" (159). There can be no denying that Milton
did subscribe to patriarchal views, and yet he tended to
attribute to women the same qualities of spiritual and
moral excellence that he attributed to men (McColley
149). Milton's view of the Universe, as presented in
Paradise Lost, was that of a cosmos and Nature infused
with sexual relationships, relationships which were
part of God's intended order for Nature and Man. In
Paradise Lost, the Fall of humankind is the result of
Adam and Eve's shared disregard for and upheaval of
God's order: specifically, His establishment of both
mutuality and hierarchy of the sexes.
Milton's Universe in Paradise Lost is a dynamic,
fertile world of tension and release, ebb and flow.
Perhaps more than any writer before him, Milton
portrayed the world as being inspired with distinct male
and female, rather than androgynous, forces. As
Joseph Summers has noted,
Milton has consistently related the various
motions within the poem to the "two great
Sexes" that "animate the World." Milton
"realized" his divine and all-embracing
-21-

subject more often by sexual than merely
sensuous metaphor and allusion. (89)
Indeed,Paradise Lost is replete with sexual images, not
only in reference to Adam and Eve, but in describing the
whole of Nature, the act of Creation, the Cosmos, and
the interplay of human and divine forces. In mentioning
the Sun and the Earth, Milton several times uses male
imagery to describe the sun and female imagery to
describe the Earth, as in Book V when
the mounted Sun
Shot down direct his fervid rays, to
warm
Earth's inmost womb (300-302)—
and in Book VIII, where the Sun is again seen as
infusing the Earth with life:
.the Earth
Though, in comparison of Heav'n,
so small,
Nor glistering, may of solid good
contain
More plenty than the Sun that
barren shines,
Whose virtue on itself marks no
effect,
But in the fruitful Earth; there
first receiv'd
His beams, unactive else, thir vigor
find. (91-97)
In this second passage the mutuality of Milton's sexuallycharged Universe can be seen. Here, the Sun does no
good, serves no purpose, unless the Earth receives its
light; all male creative forces in Milton's Paradise must
-22-

have their feminine complements in order to be effective.
Milton's natural hierarchy of the sexes is also implied in
the second passage: the Earth is smaller than the Sun,
and does not "glister" with the sun's effulgence, and yet
it has its necessary and important role in the Universe,
just as the sun does.
Milton has taken pains to teach Adam (and, by
extension, the reader) that "Great / Or Bright infers not
Excellence" (90-9 1). Raphael's discourse with Adam on
the motion of the Universe clearly relays the view that
"bodies bright and greater" are just as likely to serve
"The less not bright" (87-88) as vice versa; similarly, if
the smaller Earth does indeed revolve around the Sun
as Adam supposes, it makes the Earth no less "excellent"
to have a serving role. The metaphor of male and female
entities within the cosmos also includes the Moon; it,
like the Earth, is personified as a female counterpart to
the Sun:
First in his East the glorious Lamp
was seen,
Regent of Day, and all th' Horizon
round
Invested with bright rays, jocund
to run
His Longitude through Heav'n's
high road: the gray
Dawn, and the Pleiades before him
danc'd
Shedding sweet influence: less
bright the Moon,
But opposite levell'd West was set
-23-

His mirror, with full face borrowing
her Light
From him, for other light she needed
none
In that aspect, and still that
distance keeps
Till night, then in the East her turn
she shines .
(VII:370-380)
In Book VIII the Moon is again imaged as the female
complement to the Sun, the two celestial bodies
"Communicating Male and Female Light, / Which two
great Sexes animate the World" (150-151). Perhaps
more than any other pair of lines in the poem, this
metaphor of original and reflected light is a powerful
indication of how Milton will continue to portray the
Universe in Paradise Lost. Joseph Summers notes that
the image is powerful for Adam in his apprehension of
things cosmic, just as it is for the reader in his or her
apprehension of Milton's Cosmic view:
by the expansion of the analogy
between the actions of direct and
reflected light and those of the two
sexes. Adam (like the reader) is
able to grasp imaginatively the
cosmic image. (87)
Sexual images also resound in the relating of the
creation of the Earth as told by Raphael; for instance,
on the third Day
over all the face of Earth
Main Ocean flow'd, not idle, but
with warm
Prolific humor softening her Globe,
-24-

Fermented the great Mother to
conceive,
Satiate with genial moisture
(VII: 278-282)
Everywhere in Milton's universe we see the creative,
infusing forces characterized as male, and the receptive,
productive forces as female. Milton consistently
reinforces, however, the idea that no one type of force is
more excellent or favored than the other; each is as
honorable as its opposite.
These same relationships of infusive and responsive
forces are evident in the relationships between God and
the Son (although the divine entities themselves are not
characterized as being explicitly male and female). In
this interplay of divine power, God is the male, infusing
force and Christ is the feminine reflective, effective
force. God's infusive, animating power is most obvious
in his actual acts of creation, as when he begins the
creation of the Earth ("on the wat'ry calm I His brooding
wings the Spirit of God outspread, / And vital virtue
infus'd, and vital warmth" (VII:234-236), or when he
gives life to Adam's dusty form:
he formed thee, Adam,
thee 0 Man
Dust of the ground, and in thy
nostrils breath'd
The breath of Life; in his own Image
hee
Created thee, in the Image of God
Express, and thou becam'st a living
Soul. (1/11:524-528)
-25-

In this uncommon instance, we see Adam playing a
feminine, or receptive, role; but indeed, however unusual
this feminization of the first man may seem, it is a
natural and pivotal relationship in Milton's universe,
where every entity served or responded to that which
was above it in the Great Chain of Being, and governed
or directed that which was below it. Adam's feminine
relationship to God, then, is as natural in Milton's
Paradise as the Moon's feminine relationship to the
Sun. The Son of God, as God's first created self-image,
is therefore also naturally involved in a feminine interplay
with his Creator. He is to the Father
Effulgence of my Glory, Son belov'd,
Son in whose face invisible is beheld
Visibly, what by Deity I am,
And in whose hand what by decree
I do,
Second Omnipotence. . . (VI:680684)
Like the Earth that receives the warmth of the Sun and
uses it to produce all things good, the Son is the
Father's effectual might, distributing the spirit of God
with which he has been inspired. Again in Book VII, as
Raphael relates the creation of the Earth, we see Christ
acting out the will of the Father, reflecting his nature as
the Moon reflects the light of the Sun. This relationship
of directive and productive forces, which extends even
to God and the Son, seems certainly worthy of extension
to Adam and Eve (and perhaps we should not shun a
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similar metaphorical relationship to modern men and
women). As the Sun and Moon and Earth have been,
Adam and Eve are, besides being central characters,
devices to illustrate the mutuality and hierarchy of
Milton's Universe. Just as the Son is God's visible (and
eventually empirical) manifestation, Eve is Adam's "best
image" of himself and "dearer half' (V:95); she is the
queen of Paradise just as the Son is "Second
Omnipotence." Paralleling Christ's quest out into Chaos
to effect God's creation of the Earth, Eve leaves the
luncheon with Raphael to tend to the cultivating and
nurturing of the Garden. She, like the Earth encouraging
the growth of all of Nature, nurtures the Garden. Eve,
co-created by Adam (who donated his rib for the cause),
fulfills her feminine role by playing the receptive,
reflective force to Adam's masculine, animating force.
They are
Not equal, as thir sex not equal seem'd;
For contemplation hee and valor
form'd,
For softness shee and sweet attractive
Grace,
Hee for God only, shee for God in him
[Eve's aspect] impli'd
Subjection, but requir'd with gentle
sway,
And by her yielded, by him best
received,
Yielded with coy submission, modest
pride,
And sweet reluctant amorous delay
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(1V:296-299, 307-311).
Some feminist-minded readers may find offense in the
hierarchical relationship expressed in these lines; and
yet Adam and Eve are both referred to equally as being
"Godlike erect, with native Honor clad", and both
In naked Majesty seem'd Lords of
all
And worthy seem'd, for in thir looks
Divine
The image of thir glorious Maker
shone,
Truth, Wisdom, Sanctitude severe and
pure....
(IV:289-294)
In the context of these very equanimous lines, the
hierarchy illustrated in lines 306-311 can be put into
perspective as the natural relationship for a male and
female duo in Milton's Paradise, in which the feminine
always "yields" to the masculine, and yet both remain
"worthy," "Lords of all," their Maker's image of "Truth,
Wisdom, Sanctitude." Adam's masculinity does not
make him any more "Excellent" than Eve, and Milton
implies this as clearly as he can. Our objective
understanding is clouded, perhaps inevitably, by postlapserian bias, however; as Jean Hagstrum has noted,
To us hierarchy and order suggest
slavery and repression, not
freedom and release. To Milton it
was the hierarchy that guaranteed
those [second-listed] values . . .
both their [Adam and Eve's] love
and their relative status is a sign of
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the benevolent power that created
them. (Hagstrum, 37)
The parallels between the divine filial relationship and
Adam and Eve's conjugal relationship should help to
soothe any lingering feelings of unequal treatment; it is
hardly a slight to the female sex to be metaphorically
equated with Christ, God's effectual might. Exactly as
the Son creates substantially what God has animated
symbolically, Eve will create in the flesh what Adam has
engendered spiritually when they begin to produce
their offspring.
As an ideally matched pair in Paradise, Adam and
Eve have no trouble accepting the mutuality as well as
the hierarchy of their relationship. Jean Hagstrum has
commented that Milton's personal idea of the ideal
marriage, "a companionship that is amorous, relaxing,
spirited, cheerful, and comforting" is given expression
in the Edenic happiness of Adam
and Eve. Its most endearing quality
arises from its union of the
contraries of total individuality and
total mutuality. Eve, said Adam,
is "Part of my Soul... / My other
half" (IV:487-88); and his
rationality, his love of metaphysical
and cosmological speculation, is
balanced by her power of poetic,
sensuous, descriptive, and
narrative speech (28).
The post-lapserian reader, on the other hand, might not
accept the hierarchy of this marriage, however tempered
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with mutuality, quite so easily. John Summers explains
our reluctance to accept the hierarchy of Milton's malefemale relationships thus:
It is not only modern ideas of the
equality of the sexes which make
this passage (IV:288-318) difficult
for us; the democratic assumption
that ideally every individual should
be self-sufficient and our tendency
to define "perfection" as eternal
self-sufficiency complicate our
difficulties further. But from the
beginning of the poem Milton has
done everything possible to make
us realize that within his universe
nothing is self-sufficient and
immutable except God. . . (95)
It would seem, in fact, that when Eve forgets these
truths, when she starts to desire self-sufficiency, is
when the trouble in Paradise begins. Eve sees her and
Adam's happiness as "frail" if they are not as "secure to
single or combined" (IX:339-340). She wishes to show
that her "firm Faith and Love" cannot be "shaken or
seduced" by Satan's "fraud" (IX:286-287). Despite
Adam's strong case for mutual support and against
their separation—
I from the influence of thy looks receive
Access in every Virtue, in thy sight
More wise, more watchful, stronger, if
need were
Of outward strength; while shame,
thou looking on,
Shame to be overcome or over-reacht
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Would utmost vigor raise, and rais'd
unite.
Why shouldst not thou like sense within
thee feel
When lam present, and thy trial choose
With me, best witness of thy Virtue
tried (IX:309-317)—
Eve convinces Adam that she must try at self-sufficiency,
and departs to tend to the "Roses intermixt / With
Myrtle." Thus by denying the mutually supportive
nature of her relationship with Adam (and thereby
symbolically denying the mutuality of God's Universe)
in favor of self-suffiency, Eve has opened the way for
catastrophe. Her actual fall is finalized when she
undermines the second aspect of God's ordered Universe:
the aspect of the natural hierarchy of all creatures as
determined by God. When Eve eats the forbidden fruit,
it is with "expectation high / Of knowledge, nor was
God-head from her thought" (IX. 789-790). After eating
the fruit, Eve's fall is shown to be total in that she
considers the option of not sharing the fruit with Adam,
in order to
keep the odds of Knowledge
in my power
Without Copartner? so to add
what wants
In Female Sex, the more to draw
his Love,
And render me more equal, and
perhaps,
A thing not undesirable, sometime
Superior: for who inferior is free?
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(IX. 820-8825)
Thus Eve has invited temptation by undermining the
mutuality of God's order; she has ensured her
destruction by undermining the hierarchy of her Maker's
plan.
Adam, while he must go blameless with regards to
the first offense (of desiring self-sufficiency), secures
his own fall by rejecting, in his turn, the hierarchy of
God's plan, just as Eve did. Adam had been warned by
Raphael not to let his passion for Eve get the better of
his Reason, encouraged by the Angel to "weigh her with
thyself, I Then value," and counseled by him that "Ofttimes nothing profits more I Than self-esteem, grounded
on just and right I Well manag'd" (VJI.570-573). Even
knowing that he is to be the head of their marriage,
Adam nonetheless finds himself unable to stand fast in
his obedience to God in the face of Eve's fall:
for with thee
Certain my resolution is to Die:
How can I live without thee, how
forgo
Thy sweet Converse and Love so
dearly joined . . .? (IX.906-909)
In his unwillingness to redirect Eve to the correct path,
or to forgo her company in deference to God's law, Adam
has doubly offended God's system of hierarchy in the
Universe: he has chosen to worship and obey Eve,
whom he should, according to God's order, be governing;
he has also forsaken God, whom he should by rights
follow and worship. In the judgment scene in Book X,
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the Son makes Adam aware of his offense:
Was she thy God, that her thou didst obey
Before his voice, or was shee made thy
guide,
Superior, or but equal, that to her
Thou didst resign thy manhood, and the
Place
Wherein God set thee above her.. . . (145149)
This double upheaval of God's order is tragic to the love
of Adam and Eve.
By giving up a sense of purpose in
his life, by abandoning his freedom
to female approval, the "uxorious"
(1.444) man reduces himself to an
object. By worshiping woman as
an "Idol," a false god, he makes
real love as impossible for her as
for himself. (Summers, 90)
God's punishment, in this case, fits the crime. In
order to restore the divine order that has been disturbed
by Adam and Eve, God decrees that this order shall
become explicit and immutable. To restore Adam and
Eve's position relative to Himself, He makes them
subject to the whims of climate and Nature, the most
apparent manifestations of His might. In order to
restore Adam and Eve's positions relative to each other,
he declares Eve subject by law to Adam's rule: "to thy
Husband's will / Thine shall submit, hee over thee shall
rule" (X. 195-196). With this pronouncement, "masculine
authority which had been merely the natural and
spontaneous fruit of love is now established legally as
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part of the curse" (Summers 107). In the divine parallel,
Christ will eventually subject himself to God's
punishment, and thereby restore once and for all man's
proper relationship to God.

Redemption is found by Adam and Eve when they
make their best effort to restore God's natural mutuality
and hierarchy in repenting and forgiving one another.
Can we, in an age in which "high Passions, Anger,
Hate, / Mistrust, Suspicion, Discord" (IX. 123-124) run
rampant (as they did in Eden just after the Fall) take
heart in the peace found by Milton's "first parents"?
Can we glean from the drama and theology of the epic,
some way toward greater acceptance of the established
order in the world, imbued as it is with mutuality and
hierarchy? Perhaps from Milton's Adam and Eve we
can learn to accept and rejoice in the hierarchy of forces
which keeps the Universe dynamic, fecund, and
expansive. Perhaps an exact equality of forces would
result in stagnation. I think Milton would suggest, as
I do, that a total balance of masculine and feminine
forces may be impossible or undesirable in the Universe;
perhaps the scale must always tip toward a greater
strength of masculine forces, which in turn catalyze the
feminine forces of the world. Diane McColley reminds
us that "Great /Or Bright infers not Excellence;" she
has found in Milton's epic a "celebration of particularity"
which "cries out for the highest regard for each created
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being regardless of place." She urges us not to fall into
Satan's trap of feeling ourselves "impaired" in the face
of other greatness, but to retain a "love of the distinct
lustre of particular persons where each self is fuller of
light the more it rejoices in other selves" (160). In his
treatise on love, C.S. Lewis remarks to modem readers
that
it is. . . no impoverishment but an
enrichment to be aware that forces
older and less personal than we
work through us. In us all the
masculinity and femininity of the
world. . . are momentarily focused
•
. . [the man] does play Form, and
[the woman] Matter (145).
Truly, what is Form without Matter in which to manifest
itself? Indeed, what is Matter without the infusion of
form? Each completes and complements the other in a
manner the understanding of which Lewis (and probably
Milton) would see as an "enrichment" to our
consciousness and relationships. As for the hierarchy
of the sexual forces, readers who are still uncomfortable
with Milton's treatment of this aspect might like to read
McColley's interpretation: "To the small degree that
Adam and Eve are 'higher' and 'lower' they are as two
strings tuned to different pitches, to make harmony."
(164) Indeed, Milton wrote of this first perfect couple
that they were "Harmony to behold in wedded pair I
More grateful than harmonious sound to the
ear"(VHI.605-606). If we begin by celebrating the
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particularity of the sexes and of every individual, and by
enjoying the harmony created by the differences between
the sexes and between individuals, perhaps we can find
some human measure of the grace intended for us in
Milton's account of the divine redemption of humankind.
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Bring sown the Moon
Tom 9tlànCey
Orion stood high in the heavens, tilted in some mad
parody of the Leaning Tower. His bowstring taut; his
dog ready to pounce; the moon creeping unknowingly
into his sights. And me, down below, standing on the
side of the road beside my overheated Fiat, tilting my
head back to watch the scene unfold. The moon, like an
unsettled doe, seemed tentative, afraid, ready to bolt.
But it gently slid along the path that Copernicus defined
years ago, that some other force defined long before he.
And then there it was, fat and still and ready to be shot.
I swear I could see Orion's hands quiver. But he didn't
let his arrow loose.
"Fuck you!" I screamed up at him and showed him
the finger.
I turned my back on him and looked down to my car.
Under the hood, by the light of stars and moon, I
struggled to look into the radiator. I couldn't see
anything. My throat was dry, but I managed to hock
another lougie and gently let it slip from my lips into the
radiator. It was either that or the rest of the orangejuice
left over from the morning before. My dad once told me
that if the car ever over heated and you didn't have any
water to just stand up on the bumper and whiz into the
radiator. Said he'd done it, too. But I never saw him
piss anywhere in the car. Besides, it was so cold I just
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couldn't get it to work. I didn't have to take a leak
anyway.
I figured that was all the spit I was likely to muster
for a while, so I gave up. Lonely miles of blacktop like
a string pulled taut stretched on undaunted though
desert miles before and behind me. By day, the road
shimmied and shook with the reflected heat of the sun,
mirroring a shoeless child dancing the heat away
beneath his feet, like the stars at night, twinkling,
blinking, shimmying, too hot to sit still.
With the sun slipped backwards over the distant
horizon, for a brief time, the Mojave seems almost
friendly. The desert begins to cool, scurries of wind
bluster about, quietly rearranging patterns in the sand.
It is an inviting time, a brief period in which to sit and
gently reflect on the sweat of the day. But soon it is time
to get up again. At night, it is too cold to sit still.
The sand and pavement quickly cool, falling victim
to the desert wind; a wind that makes the night as
merciless and relentless as the sun makes the day. It
is a chilling, piercing arrow of a wind that thrives on
stealing heat, numbing mind, chilling blood, stilling
heart and stealing soul.
But I was ready for it. I had a blanket in the trunk,
another one of Dad's great ideas. All I ever learned
about cars, I learned from my dad. He told me three
things. He told me about pissing in the radiator, to
always keep a blanket in the trunk, and to always keep
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a bar of soap in the toolbox. I laughed when he told me
that. The pissing I thought was cool, but soap? What
for? I don't need to be clean if my car breaks down. And
if I had any water I'd put it in the radiator instead of
washing my hands. Anyway, he said that way if you
ever spring a leak in the gas tank, you just climb under
the car and rub the soap on the hole. I guess the theory
is that the soap will plug the hole and you can drive your
sorry butt away. I don't buy it.
But still, I would have been proud to piss in the
radiator, I had a blanket in the trunk, and I had a bar
of soap in the tool box. The soap I stole from Motel Six.
The tool box I bought at Sears. It's a Craftsman. The
soap was the only tool in there. It was the only tool I
owned.
It's against my better judgment to call a bar of soap
a tool. Even such an illustrious bar as one stolen from
Motel Six. Calling anything related to Motel Six useful
is questionable. I pilfered the soap the last time I stayed
there. I decided that I was just as comfortable sleeping
in the car, and a lot less likely to get ticks. Motel Six is
a long way from luxury. The whole operation is whacked
out of kilter. Just like the Leaning Tower of Pisa. Just
like Orion.
I looked back up at him. He hadn't moved much.
Still waiting for something interesting to cross his path.
Some hunter. Had a chance to bring down the moon
and passed it up. Hell, I'd bring the moon down any
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time I could, just to see what the papers would say.
I stepped out into the middle of the road and gave it
a final look.

It's straight as a rail and you can see

headlights miles away, when there are any. But no
lights paced the highway. There wasn't much point in
hanging around the car. I'd been waiting long enough
to know that nobody would come by until morning. Few
people drive through the desert at night. They'rejust too
afraid of the solitude. But I drive everywhere in the
middle of the night. I start my road trips about eleven.
That way there isn't traffic backed up the whole way. I
hate all that honking and all the radios blaring and
people screaming at each other about mothers they've
never met. Don't get me wrong. I like noise. I just like
making my own noise.
I figured I'd have a walk, see what I could turn up.
Maybe I could find a stream, get some water for the car.
Yeah, in the middle of the Mohave. "Here stream! Come
on, nice stream." I'd spent enough time out there to
know my search was about as futile as hoping Orion
would shoot the moon.
I pulled the blanket out of the trunk and wrapped it
about my shoulders, fished the OJ bottle out from under
the passenger seat, locked the keys in the car. Getting
smarter, huh? Yeah, I was pretty upset and yelled about
it for a minute. Orion snickered.
The road was still empty. No one was coming. Who
was I locking out of the car? Just the jackrabbits and
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myself. The wind could still find its way in. In a parody
of logic, I decided to leave the hood up, let the rabbits in
if they wanted in. Maybe one would squirt in the
radiator.
I turned my back on the car and looked to the
panoramic desert. Down off the road, the moon's sallow
glow filtered through the wind and came to rest on
sifting sand, stark yucca and stout cholla. I scrambled
down the embankment to the desert floor.
It was either sit next to the car and freeze my butt off
or walk around and freeze my butt off. But I had my
blanket. And I had my bottle with a couple swigs of
juice. But that was it. I can't claim to have had my wits
about me, or a bright idea, or common sense, or any
myriad of things that I should have taken.
But still undaunted, I set off parallel to the road. For
some odd reason, the highway was laid on a levee. If the
desert ever floods, the road will stick out, like an
inverted river. I walked down off the side of the road,
down where all the crap collects. I must have been
maybe two, three miles from the car when I got a bright
idea. "Hey!" I said. "I'lljust turn right and start walking
across the desert." You know how you always see those
fences off in the distance? I figured if I could wrangle a
piece of wire off one of those, maybe I could jimmy the
lock on the door.
So I left the road to seek my fame and fortune. "Idiot
found dead five miles from stalled car." What a headline
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I'd make. At least that would have been easier to deal
with than waiting 'till morning to get rescued like some
cheese-eating high school boy.
I set my feet on autopilot with standing orders to
walk around the cacti. I walked and walked, following
Orion's arrow. He kept turning a couple degrees every
hour, so eventually I was completely lost. I stopped and
tried to puzzle it out, but I had no idea where the road
was. So I just kept walking and Orion kept getting
higher in the sky and the moon kept right on mooning
us both.
The wind was really gusting, just bitch-ripping right
through my blanket. I was cold and hungry and I'd left
my spirits back on the side of the road, abandoned with
all the other crap flung from cars, the bottle forgotten as
it leaves the hand. Figured what I needed was a song.
Not just any old song, but the theme from the Muppet
Movie. "Why are there so many songs about rainbows?"
When I finished up, I just lit right into the one about
trying to live with women. After that I started quoting
the film. "Good thing frogs can jump..."
Pretty soon I wasn't making much sense and it was
only every now and again that I even bothered listening
to what I was saying. It was all crap. Well, pretty much
all crap. I think I had a brilliant insight about cold
fusion or something, but I didn't quite catch what I'd
said.
I suppose I forgot what I was looking for until I
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walked right smack into a fence. I hadn't seen the
fucker sneak up on me, and then, Barn! It had me. I
hate barbed wire. Some schmoe figured that those
weeds just the other side of the fence were HIS weeds
and damn it, they were gonna stay that way.
My blanket got all tangled up. I worked for a while
to get it free, but eventually I just cursed and let it slip
from my shoulders. The fence was old. Really old. The
wire was nearly rusted through, stretched tight between
rotting wooden posts. I pulled and twisted, yanked and
cursed, but the wire wasn't old enough to give in that
easily. Maybe without the barbs I would have had
better luck. I looked around for something that would
help and found a good solid chunk of rock.
I raised the rock and smashed at the fence. I sang
like the Snow-White dwarves while I worked it. It took
maybe ten good solid shots before the wire snapped. So
with one end free, I tried to twist it up and around and
snap off a usable length. I didn't have much luck until
I wrapped a loose corner of the blanket around the wire,
cushioning the barbs a little. Then I could get a grip on
it and managed to break off a piece.
It took me about as long again to untangle the
blanket from the wire I'd broken off. It was still useless.
Three barbs clung tightly onto the wire. It took me, I
don't know, maybe three, four more songs to strip it
clean. Then I worked for a while to try and get the
blanket free of the rest of the fence.
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Right. The wind was whipping the blanket around
so much that I couldn't even see my hands in there. I
decided I ought to try another tactic and broke off the
wire from the fence.
Finally, I had vanquished the barbed wire fence and
sat back to gloat. Up above, Orion had cartwheeled and
stood on his head. He's spinning somersault while I'm
freezing my butt off and bleeding from multiple
lacerations on my hands. I spit at him but missed by a
mile.
I was getting pretty delirious. I figured I'd keep
following Orion's arrow. I couldn't think of anything
else to follow. So I gathered up my meager possessions,
my bottle of orange juice, my piece of wire, my rock, and
my blanket with four new pieces of old barbed wire
clinging on like drowning men to the wreckage of a
sinking ship, and started walking.
After a while, I realized I hadn't spoken a word since
I'd left the fence. That made me nervous. I tried to think
of something to say to break the monotony of the
desert's solitude. My mind drew up a blank. I guess it
had given up a while back. So I plodded on, serenaded
only by the wind in the cacti and the metronomic
plodding of my feet.
Maybe I hypnotized myself. I don't know, but
anyway, when I came out of it, that's when the weird
stuff started happening. What broke me out of my
catatonia was a strangely unnerving intrusion on the
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rhythm of the Mojave night. From somewhere far away,
I heard a simple, Splish.
My feet stopped in their tracks. My eyes sprung to
attention, searching for the source of the sound. I
waited nervously. I didn't have to wait long for the
offender to become apparent. It didn't take more than
a few seconds for the water to soak through my shoe.
I'd stepped into a puddle, just a little splotch of
stagnant water left over from that storm a couple weeks
back. Probably the only puddle in the whole desert and
I found it with my shoe. Great. And the water was really
frigid. Water that cold is supposed to freeze. Briefly, my
foot ached with the cold, but perhaps mercifully, the
wind soon swept through and numbed it. So there I was
with one foot soaked and sending chills up my leg, as if
I'm not cold enough already, with my barbed wire
blanket poking me in the sides and shoulders.
Of course I was not anywhere near coherent enough
to realize that I ought to fill up the bottle with some of
that water. All I could think about is how furious I am
that my foot is soggy.
I turned my head up to the sky and yelled, "Why
me?" in the most pathetic scream I could summon. I
found myself looking straight into Orion's upside-down
face. And I swear to God, I saw him wink.
That's when I noticed that I hadn't been following
his arrow anymore. I looked at the how, sighted down
the arrow and there, right in its path, was the moon. My
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eyes shot back to Orion. His shoulders twinged. His
hand opened. The bowstring snapped forward.
Orion's arrow sped across the night sky and I could
hear it as it streaked past overhead. I tracked the flight
of the arrow. His aim was true. The arrow imbedded
itself up to the feathers in the heart of the moon.
I winced with the moon's pain. It slipped from it's
well-oracled path. It fell. The moon fell. I watched it
drop past the Pleides, past the Little Bear. Down, down
it tumbled, out of the heavens and into the sky. Down
where airplanes fly, and further. I could hear it voicelessly
screaming in agony as it plummeted towards the ground,
a mute's cry for help. Oh God! Somebody help me.
Somebody do something!
And then it fell: a distant whump and, a moment
later, shock wave rumbled past. It fell like an earthquake
in the desert night.
I couldn't believe it. I whooped like a Hollywood
Indian. Orionjust stood there on his head, a smug smile
on his face, another arrow already notched.
Over the horizon, way off somewhere, I could see a
burning yellow glow. I couldn't help myself. I finally
pulled my foot out of the puddle and I ran. I ran to see
the fallen moon. All I could think of was what are the
papers are going to say? With news like this I might not
even make the obituaries.
I don't know how long I ran, but eventually the glow
began to subside. I think the moon was dying. The faint
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light ahead of me paled and I noticed my shadow
running before me. I looked back over my shoulder.
The sun was rising, coming to look and see what had
happened to his sister.
Then I saw, off in the distance, but right in my path,
a glint, something catching a stray sunbeam and
throwing it back. I walked on and on until I could see
the road, and my car perched on the side, just waiting
for me like it knew I'd be coming back.
When I got there, I bent my wire just so and slipped
it down between the door and the window and pulled
and yanked this way and that until I caught the
mechanism and the lock sprang up.
I opened the door and stuffed my keys into my
pocket. I walked around to the front of the car. The
engine was there just as I had left it, with the radiator
cap sitting over on some thing I don't understand. I
unscrewed the top of the OJ bottle and sucked down the
dregs of the juice.
With a sudden heartfelt urge, I laughed. Knowing
how proud my father would be, I climbed up on the
bumper, unzipped my fly and whizzed into the radiator.
The sudden blurting of a car's horn scarred me silly
and I whipped my head over my shoulder to see a cadre
of college girls in a white Mazda speeding towards me.
As they passed they honked again and, with my free
hand, I saluted them. They all pointed and laughed and
I laughed too. Daylight had come.
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Sure, putting the radiator cap back on was a little
gross, but what the hell? It'll make Dad happy.
The car started right up and I got on my way. I had
to drive in traffic and learned a few interesting things
about my mother, but my walk wasn't a total waste of
time. I mean, I've got three tools in the Craftsman now.
My bar of Motel Six soap, my rusty, twisted piece of
unbarbed wire, and my rock.
I never did find the moon, though. It's lying out there
somewhere in the desert, lying in a pool of its own blood,
or whatever else might have coursed through its veins.
Don't take my word for it though. Go outside tonight
and look for her. She's not there anymore. Orion
brought down the moon.
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Poems: Dave StetmacI
Doing It Like the Humpbacks
The humpback whales mated
foreplay was lost in the thrashing
gray and blue becoming a sea of black
lampreys clinging for their lives.
Many rivers flow from this mountain
sandstone cliffs give way to a granite face
conglomerate formations carved by water
and winds sweeping through its canyons.
It tasted sour like seafood twinkles
continuing with no thought in mind
but satiating my depraved hunger
licking and slurping and gnawing away.
The jokers and the jesters
the lovers and the liars
the fabricators and the fornicators
together weaved a cloak of denial.
Day old dead larva sat on my sill
unbeknownst to the living world
agony and ecstasy ripped in half
sputtering images of adolescent abandon.
Speak to the crowd with candor, zeal
while I play grabass with my girl
ignoring your prickly barbs
pricking the hand of righteous intent.
And I'll grab, grab, and keep gnawing
my way into metaphysical infamy
euphoria gathered into a feeble ball
rolling then bouncing in your lap.
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The humpback whales enjoyed their day
as well as I enjoyed mine
I dove deep into infamy, plunging
finally resurfacing in a plume of off-white.
I learned a little something about sensitivity
from watching the humpbacks do it
there were no rough advances, callous strokes
or anything that remotely resembled violence.
They rolled around together lightly touching
their two thousand pound flippers
singing their beautiful lonely song
about love and lampreys that get in the way.

The Coattaits of9LbraIam
"Follow my voice," Abraham says.
I spit out my Beech Nut and stare at the ground.
My sweat hits the ground like mortar shells
in the dry barren dust of the Mojave, or is it Jericho?
"Follow my voice," Abraham says.
I look for an azalea or a geranium
but all I see are parched rhododendrons and
an occasional tumbleweed.
White birds circle endlessly in my head now
muddling my thoughts with serenity.
In a dream-like sequence I see him,
Abraham saying to follow his voice.
I tug at my lower lip with thumb and forefinger;
Bantus run amuck between my cheek and gum
while I trace an outline in the sky
of Moses in a fuchsia robe.
"Over here," says Abraham, "Follow my voice."
I can't see my sweat when it drowns my ankles,
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and the current tugs me into the clutches of sea
crabs.
The Bighorn sheep comes out of the sky
cumulus
or copulating with the idea of capturing
a lark between his teeth while I freeze in the heat
and listen to Abraham.
I'll drive next to you on the highway
willing to spit out the window and not have
the wind blow it back in my face.
But I can't walk with you on this ground.
I will explode, nova-like, suspended with hooks as a
fern
on the front porch, belonging in an arboretum,
bursting at my seams.
I am afraid of being swallowed by a Bighorn
or hanging on a beam of driftwood
found floating through the tributary.
'Then Follow My Voice," Abraham says.
I need guidance or I am lost,
nestled into the cozy corner of a
barbed-wired marshland fitted with
tertiary ragweed and sluggish matrimony,
where memories capsize and sink in the ooze.
I am pierced by rocks that become my flesh
like the white bird that keeps me afloat
while I wear it around my neck.
What is the larger issue with Moses
on the Mount, or Peter on the shores of Galilee?
I can leave the dust and flaunt a pair of wings,
never looking down to the tributaries,
never looking down to carnivorous Bighorn,
but riding on the coattails
of Abraham.
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The Boy In the Forest
I followed the boy into the forest
and witnessed the transformation of trees into
water and water
into trees and beautiful creeping vines and
flowers gatewayed
to a mystical watery landscape; a universe of
green and blue and
pink and magenta and rust, ornate and
anesthetic, a florid nirvana
where decay was non-existent.
I loved him as my own son when he created
beauty out of darkness
when he hit his first little league home run. I
looked down the dustladen path roadblocked with large trees;
sycamores, northern pine and
a stream harboring gentle little trout freckled in
green and
brown and northern pike.
I reached into my knapsack and gave him a
canteen of water and half
of a sandwich, a just reward for his efforts. He said:
"I am who you seek, I am who you follow. I
was the one next to you when you were born,
and I will be the one next to you when youdie."
He was a unicorn of mercy, a Pan of the
mythological realm, a Spartacus
of the gladiators. It was a violaceous opening of
fauna when he spread
his hands apart at his sides and slowly raised
up the side of his body and
with palms facing up, were above shoulder high.
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His presence was no longer boyish
his myth was no longer fantasy
but it was a tickling of my fancy
entering the realistic cement-mixed,
hot asphalt embedded in my nails
scraping at my artificial confines;
illusory mirrors sharp at the edges
piercing in the middle, abrasions of
reality pulling me back into the forest
to be with my guide.
It is you who I follow.
It is me who I seek.
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Gender Equity
byyefferys. Lindstrom
As the twentieth century has progressed, women
have struggled for equality by individual efforts, through
interest groups, legal representation, and socioeconomic
influences. Even though there has been substantial
progress in women's rights, some issues have yet come
to par. As we approach the twenty-first century a good
example for females fight for equality is the vital need for
gender equity compliance in intercollegiate athletic
competition as mandated by Title IX of the 1972
Education Act.
The 1972 Education Act Amendment created a
federal civil rights statute that "prohibits discrimination
on the basis of sex in any education program or activity
receiving federal financial assistance." Lack of
accurately defining discrimination, Title Ix's ambiguity
has been the source of primary concern with schools
over the last twenty years. Females have become
infuriated from lack of opportunity, scarce funds for
athletic programs, second-rate facilities, and inferior
numbers in coaching and assistants compared to men's
programs. In the last three years women have gathered
such facts and taken their concerns to court. Legal
action has subsequently attacked the men's programs
in schools across the nation; in response to cuts in their
athletics, the men have lashed back, blaming it on the
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women's complaints.2 The bickering of both sides has
unfortunately widened the gap between the sexes over
an issue that most agree needs improvement.
By studying some of the numerous court cases that
have taken place from 1991 to the Colgate University
case in 1993, in Division-i schools over Tulle IXviolations,
the tools used by both sides can be investigated and the
court decisions can be interpreted. This historical
analysis will help give insight on the gender equity issue
and how in two years it reached such a crucial point of
debate.

Title IX - Gender Equity's Framework
The Department of Health, Education and Welfare
(HEW) first enacted regulations for Title IX in June,
1975, and were accepted by the Department of Education
in May 1980. Their regulations have the force and
effect of the law. For assistance in complying with Title
IX, in December 1979, a policy interpretation was
written expressing the views of HEW, now the
Department of Education, on athletic provisions. A
revised Manual for Title IX was published in April 1990
to help the Office of Civil Rights (OCR) investigators and
institutions across the U.S. to comply with
requirements.3
A brief overview of the policies and regulations of
Title IX includes key provisions that, unfortunately, are
too ambiguous. One of them is:
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.athletic financial assistance be allocated
in proportion to the numbers of male and
female participants in intercollegiate
athletics; that all other benefits,
opportunities, and treatment afforded
participants of each sex be equivalent;
and that the athletic interests and abilities
of women be accommodated to the same
degree as those of men, with respect to the
number of participation opportunities,
team competitive levels, and selection of
sports offered. Departures from these
requirements are permitted if justified by
factors determined by the Office of Civil
Rights to be nondiscriminatory.'
This vital paragraph, that was part of the 1971
Education Amendment, was designed to give women an
equal chance in participating in athletics. But, many
schools interpreted this crucial paragraph with a female
athlete stereotype commonly found in the early 1970's.
In 1970, only 300,000 girls participated in high school
sports compared to 3.6 million boys.5 With these
statistics, "allocating in proportion" meant implementing
a gender equity policy that heavily favored male athletes.
And, as the proportion shifted through the years toward
a female majority in student population, the female
athletic participation remained basically unchanged.
Even though women's liberation movements were on
the forefront of social progress at this time, when it
came to athletics, women lagged far behind. As the
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years passed, this public policy continued even though
female athletic participation and need for "financial
assistance" grew. Women remained on a lower social
ladder compared to men in athletics, which most would
argue they did in society as a whole, and little effort was
done to change it.
It took until 1974 for HEW to officially announce
that it intended to enforce Title IX. Immediately, the
National Collegiate Athletic Association protested the
passage of Title IX by HEW, stating the department had
"an appalling lack" of knowledge concerning college
athletics.6 The NCAA proceeded to send a delegation,
represented by men, to raise their concerns over Title IX
and complained the law would diminish male sports.
The grievances were reviewed, but nothing of significance
was accomplished. Title IX was accepted by HEW, who
then created a January 1, 1976, a deadline for schools
to adapt their programs accordingly.
Meanwhile, the complaints of sex discrimination in
women's athletics began to mount. In the three year
period from 1973-75, a total of 266 complaints were
resolved out of4l 6.7The increase of complaints identified
both the immediate disgruntlement ofwomen concerning
the neglection of gender equity by institutions and the
amount of cases not being resolved early in Title IX's
history. This pattern would continue.
To accommodate colleges and universities adapting
to the new Title IX regulations, HEW gave all institutions
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a three year period to reach compliance, which ended in
July 1978. The year before, in a last ditch attempt to
reverse Title IX, the NCAA sued HEW, arguing that the
Federal government had no power over how member
institutions of the NCAA provided for equal opportunity.
The case was quickly refuted by the court on grounds
that the NCAA had not been hurt by Title IX regulations."
In 1978 the women's basketball team of Michigan
State University filed complaints with HEW over lack of
equivalent facilities that were afforded the men's
basketball team. Following minor accommodations
granted to the women, they filed a lawsuit against
Michigan State University requesting meal plans and
room boarding equal to the men. Their request was
granted by the judge who did so under the equal
protection clause of the U.S. Constitution's 14th
amendment.9 For the next 15 years, there were only a
few minor grievances concerning Title IX - gender
equity seemed to lose momentum. The few complaints
that were raised by women in this time period were
usually stalled by the institutions and/or misdirected
by schools that were "investigating."

Prelude to Colgate
The beginning of the 1990's brought a tide of unrest
and confusion concerning Title IX and its lack of policy
implementation. The increase of women's legal
organizations and professional representative groups
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influenced many female athletes to take their cases to
court. Hence, several colleges and universities across
the nation were faced with lawsuits dealing with Title
IX, most of which are currently pending and awaiting
judicial interpretation of the law, as women became
increasingly aware of their legal rights for complete
gender equity. Many of the suits were filed by women's
advocates who were retained by women athletes on
campuses nation wide. Each case had its unique twist
and approach; their denouement either stimulated or
hindered the progress toward gender equity.
In the 1991-92 academic year at the University of
Wyoming, the Board ofTrustees voted 6 to 5 to drop four
varsity teams, men's and women's skiing and men's
outdoor and indoor track, leaving the school with seven
varsity teams for both sexes. One strong factor for
reducing the size of the athletic program, both men's
and women's, was financial difficulties. The cut left the
school at the minimally permissible border, since the
NCAA requires that such institutions must have at
least seven varsity teams for both sexes in order to
compete on the Division-i level. The athletic cut was
due to a state financing budget reduction of $2.7 million
and reportedly saved the University of Wyoming
$300,000 a year. As a result, twenty percent of the
university's athletic scholarships were lost due to the
budgeting problems.'° In the case of Wyoming, both
sexes lost due to budgetary problems - men lost two
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programs and women one. For the university, reducing
heavier on the men's side attacked the gender equity
problem while hiding behind the cloak of financial
necessity.
After the University ofWyoming began its reductions
in the athletic department, the school was reviewed by
the Denver Regional Education Department Office of
Civil Rights to see if it was in compliance with Title IX.
The school's statistics showed that it had a 47% male
participation in athletics compared to only 22% female."
The study's results hinted that Wyoming might not be
providing enough opportunity for women's sports and
prompted Terry P. Roark, President of the University of
Wyoming, to investigate. He created a survey to be
distributed across the campus and neighboring high
schools that would measure women's athletic interest
and needs.12 The results of which were not "available"
as of the fall of 1993.'
A Title IX battle in New Mexico touted women
against women. The women's gymnastic team of the
University of New Mexico sued their school for "failure
to make athletic competition available to women on an
equal basis," after the university cut women's gymnastics
and replaced it with women's soccer.14 The lawsuit was
filed with the U.S. District Court of Albuquerque,
claiming that neither possible violations nor budget
considerations were legal under Title IX. Linda Estes,
associate Athletic Director of the University of New
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Mexico, in reaction to school actions
commented, "Women's soccer would increase the
opportunity for women to participate in the university's
sports programs, therefore interesting more students
and involving more players.1115 The university justified
its position by reasoning that women's gymnastics didn
not generate enough participation and interest to remain
a varsity sport. This was the first case in which a
women's athletic team used Title IX in response to their
team being replaced by another women's sport, instead
of a men's.
The various interpretations of Title IX continued
when members of the former women's ice hockey team
at Bowdoin College filed a sex discrimination complaint
with the U.S. Department of Education against the
college in June, 1992. The women argued that the
college violated Title IX by unfairly favoring men's
sports.16 In this case, the dominance of men's athletics
in areas of financial allocation, facilities, and coaching
staffs over women's was interpreted as sexual
discrimination - legally a different complaint than
non-compliance with Title IX. Instead of attacking only
one specific part of the athletic department, the women
were demanding that the whole system be changed to
accommodate the mandates of the 1972 Education Act.
Shortly after the previous cases began surfacing,
college athletic conferences across the nation began
reviewing their programs independently in relation to
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Title IX. One of the first policy initiations was made by
the Big Ten Conference who developed a Big Ten
Council of Presidents and Chancellors to deal with
gender equity. On June 10, 1992, eleven university
presidents in the conference voted to adopt a "precedentsetting-gender-equity plan" 7 over concern with noncompliance of Title IX in their respective schools. The
presidents agreed to support national legislation in
limiting the size of men's teams which brought nods of
approval from women's advocates. The Big Ten stated
this vote put them in the forefront of reform efforts,
which Steven C. Beering, Chairman of the President's
Council and President of Purdue University, admitted
was difficult since the outcome was anything but sure.
Gender equity, though, was increasingly becoming the
primary concern of many schools and it was critical the
Big Ten begin working on remedies to come into
compliance with Title IX.
The members of the Big Ten council next went about
implementing Title IX reforms and set the pace by
voting unanimously to raise women's athletic
participation to 40% by 1997 (presently participation is
only 30%). Following the vote, their first proposals were
to the NCAA to establish a limit on Division-i men's
sports roster sizes, "particularly football."18 This proposal
added heat to the fire and athletic departments across
the nation scrambled to control the flames.
Immediately following the Big Ten Council
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suggestions of capping roster sizes on the Division-i
level, the College Football Association (CFA) met to
discuss what gender equity reforms meant for their
sport's survival. Football coaches were quick to react,
defending both their squad and budget sizes that were
in danger of being severely cut if Big Ten policies were
adopted by the NCAA. The tone was reiterated when
Robert W. Lawless, chairman of the CFA board and
president of Texas Tech University, commented at the
CFA meeting that gender equity was "another potentially
grave threat to college football."9 Lawless added that
football programs across the nation were not prepared
for what Title IX compliance meant and would not even
see the danger of reductions coming. Lawless's fear
was a harbinger to what would become the biggest
controversy in the fight for gender equity.
The University of Iowa, a member of the Big Ten
Conference, decided to establish its own gender equity
goals independent of the President's Commission to
take the leading role in the NCAA. The University
announced in July, 1992, that it would push for
complete gender equity compliance by 1997. This
would require their athletic program to represent female
athletes proportionate to the schools overall female
population. The move by Iowa brought concerns from
Chairman Beering who wanted to attack the problem
on a conference level, instead of schools venturing out
on their own. The concerns proved weightless when the
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Presidents Commission admitted they had no concrete
plans for reaching complete gender equity compliance
by 1997.20 Following Iowa's lead, other schools began
formulating new plans and addressing their individual
situations.
A different angle of attack was initiated by women on
the campus of the University of Texas at Austin in July,
1992. They filed a lawsuit claiming the University
unfairly denied females' benefits, presently being
allocated to men. The case differed in that the women
were demanding four new varsity teams be created crew, gymnastics, softball and soccer - instead of
reinstating programs. The suit also claimed the
university was in violation of Title IX, the Texas State
Constitution, and the U.S. Constitution. The case of
the University of Texas at Austin's women was a viable
one, considering that the school offered seven varsity
teams for both genders, but only 100 women competed
compared to 300 men. According to Jody Conradt, the
University of Texas at Austin's director of women's
athletics, "the proportion was problematic," since the
university was 53% male and 47% female. It would take
pressure from the women up until the summer of 1993
before the school would promise to add two females
teams by 1997 - soccer and softball.2'
The Texas University at Austin case brought three
new factors into the gender equity problem. First, the
women were asking for the creation of new teams in
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response to Title IX mandates. Second, the suit involved
both state and federal courts which would demand
recognition from each institution. Finally, the case
raised the argument that student body gender
proportions should calculate into athletic recognition.
The first two factors were merely new argumental
approaches, the third, though, brought into light an
important new measure for institutions to gauge when
considering gender equity in athletic participation.
While gender equity was being questioned in Texas,
the small mountain-front town of Fort Collins, Colorado,
was rocked by the news that its state university
overwhelmingly favored men's athletics over women's
and was being sued by six members of the Colorado
State women's softball team. The six players had a
similar legal basis: violation of Title IX due to gender
inequity. The softball team had earlier been cut by the
university which claimed it was due to budget problems
that put Colorado State $600,000 in debt.12
The court's conclusion was in favor of the women
softball players. Although the university had cut men's
baseball, consisting of 55 players, at the same time they
cut women's softball, which was only 18 players, the
court based their decision on the failure of Colorado St.
to pass the three-part test for complying with Title IX effort toward compliance, equal opportunity, and budget
allocation. The judge concluded that Colorado State
had "historically lagged behind" in providing equal
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opportunities for women proportionate to their student
enrollment and program expansion had been nullified
under the excuse of a "financial crisis." The case also
statistically showed that Colorado State's budget for
men's sports in 1992, was $3.8 million compared to
$998,000 for women.23
The evidence showed
convincingly the lack of compliance of gender equity at
Colorado St. - the softball team was reinstated shortly
after.24
Budget problems took their toll at Brown University
who cut women's gymnastics, volleyball, men's golf,
and water polo. Shortly after, the university was named
in a class action lawsuit that eventually was to be ruled
upon at the U.S. First Ciruit Court of Appeal. Women's
advocates supporting gender equity compliance
complained Brown University had not given women
equal opportunity to compete athletically.25 A pattern
was seemingly starting to occur among colleges across
the nation; gender equity policy was taking a back seat
to budget deficit agendas.
In the middle of the 1992-93 academic year the
California State University system began addressing a
series of allegations after two separate sex discrimination
complaints were filed against them. One was filed by
the California chapter of the National Organization of
Women, who claimed the whole state university system
was in violation of Title IX and the California State
Education Code of 1976. The suit requested that the
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system provide a timetable of progress towards gender
equity. The other suit filed was by Mary M. Zimmerman,
former associate Athletic Director of San Jose State
University, who sources say was fired for pointing out
Title IX inadequacies in the University's athletic
program.26 Zimmerman reported that only 30% of
women at the university participate in athletics and
receive less than 25% of the athletic budget even
though females make up over 50% of the student
population.27 These were some of the first cases that
involved an entire state-wide educational system, yet
providing another gender equity lack of compliance
example.28
Increased troubles concerning Title IX at institutions
across the nation prompted other schools to assess
their individual athletic programs of gender equity
compliance. Rutgers University president, Francis L.
Lawrence, ordered his school to conduct internal studies
of its athletic program. Results showed that female
athletic participation was 36%, but only 26% of the
athletic budget was allocated to them. Following these
results, Rutgers announced an immediate plan to raise
$185,000 through private donations to increase available
funds for scholarships in the future to benefit women
athletes. Formulating and implementing this policy
was a quick-remedy, but in no way a solution to an
increasingly important problem at Rutgers.29
In the summer of 1992, the NCAA grouped together
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several university presidents and athletic directors to
form the President's Commission headed by James E.
Delany, the Big Ten Conference commissioner. The
committee's body is made up of twenty one college
presidents, two faculty representatives, five athletic
directors, and three associate athletic directors from
across the nation. This commission was established to
evaluate gender equity progress within credible
organizations and groups working with schools in the
NCAAto propose new plans of complying with Title TX.30
Itwas hoped that any proposals made by this committee
would add needed legitimacy to new Title IX legislation
within the institutions.
As a member of the President's Commission, Judith
M. Brame, associate athletic director of California State
University at Northridge, has been formulating and
evaluating new gender equity policy. She believes all
options have to be brought before the Commission
before decisions can be made effectively. One fact
apparent, is that the present economical situation
schools are in is not healthy enough to supply equal
proportional financial assistance to male and female
programs, given the expenditures of existing football.
Brame has pointed out that options must revolve
around both reducing costs and complying with Title
TX. With this in mind, reducing traveling squads which on Division-i football usually reaches at least
100 players - to only those who will likely play,
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restructuring scholarship allocation, and reassessing
the interest of football at every school are some of the
options the commission has been looking at. Brame
made it clear that she would prefer not to impact the
student athlete of either sex in decisions made to
encourage compliance with Title IX.3' She also pointed
out that new policy will need to be structurally much
different than original law that was passed in 1972.
Brames comments hinted at the need to reanalyze the
legislation that was passed in 1972 to adapt to
contemporary ideas involving women in athletics.
Since the early 70's, social values and interpretations
have dramatically changed. Judith Brame believes the
thrust of the 1972 Education Act was based, then, on
current social biases of women's role in athletics. It was
accepted that less women participated in intercollegiate
sports and , therefore, they would need less financial
assistance in supplying their sports.32 Experience was
equal, based on participation. As time went on a
general attitude was adopted placing women on a lower
rung in athletics which was justified and continued by
an overall misconception of the woman on a whole.
Unfortunately, this created and allowed a gender
equity policy that labeled women inferior in athletics to
perpetuate.
Part of this misconception was addressed by Mariah
Burton Nelson, who authored Are We Winning Yet?How
Women are Changing Sports and Sports Are Changing
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Womenin defense of women athletes. Nelson argues in
her book that society has adopted traditional feminine
roles that devalue healthy, athletic bodies. She argues
that girls grow up "physically illiterate" in the motor
skills that attribute to athletic abilities because of this
lack of opportunity at the secondary level.33 Nelson's
evidence introduces a new idea that the gender equity
problem might need attention first at the grade school
level, instead of waiting for it to become problematic at
the collegiate. This would require that social attitudes
must change on the whole in order to implement gender
equity at such an early stage in child development.
Another factor that added to heated debate was the
role of intercollegiate football which consumed most of
a schools's budget, allowing less for other sports,
especially women, but was the prime revenue sport at
many of the institutions. Women advocates demanded
Title IX be adhered to by requiring money, supplies, and
facilities to be allocated in proportionate to female
population.
Presently this outcome is not feasible without cutting
other sports. Recently, the remedy has been to cut so
called "minor" male sports, exempting football. Richard
P. Schultz, NCAA executive director, in defense of
football, agreed with this solution. He argues that
helping women's sports at the expense of men's football
and other sports is wrong.34 Supporters of football
agree with Schultz and add that the sport brings in
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more money and benefits - school visibility, popularity,
and publicity— than other sports, vouching for its need
to remain untouched by budget cuts. But college
officials retort, obtaining gender equity will require
changes in all sports.
Continued heated debate from institutions, athletic
departments, and private organizations across the U.S.
caught the attention of Representative Cardiss L. Collins
(Dem.-Illinois) who began work on introducing a new
bill to Congress concerning gender equity rights in
February, 1993. Collins first priority with the bill was
to force colleges to submit reports comparing men and
women sports in their respective institutions. The bill,
named the Equity in Athletics Disclosure Act, will also
require schools to gather data by gender about their
programs which will be published for prospective
students and for general public awareness.35

As

chairman of the House Subcommittee on Commerce,
Consumer Protection, and Competition, Collins is
threatening non-complying institutions with
intervention involving the Justice Department. This
would bring gender equity to the forefront of political
awareness and establish a legitimacy long in waiting.
Collins initiations brought immediate support and
approval from Donna A. Lapiano who saw the act as the
first concrete step toward effectively stimulating schools
to work immediately in the direction of compliance with
Title IX. Collins added, she felt this strong tactic could
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publicly embarrass institutions who fail to recognize
the significance of gender equity and move little in the
direction of compliance.36 Embarrassed or not, schools
across the country will have to make serious efforts
toward gender equity in their athletic programs to
escape punishment from the gavel.

Colgate University Case
Probably the most watched and anticipated court
case concerning non-compliance of gender equity in
1992, was the Cook v. Colgate University, (N.D.N.Y.
1992, decided 9/28/92). The case caught national
attention when Colgate University denied their women's
club ice hockey team request to become a varsity sport.
The women had gone through appropriate channels in
1979,1983,1986, and 1988, but were denied and
received little attention each time.37 Colgate reasoned
with the women that the sport didn't draw much
attention, there were few schools to compete with, there
were no championships sponsored by the NCAA, and
the club members lacked the ability to compete on a
varsity level.311 The women disagreed, filed a lawsuit
and the case went before Judge David N. Howard.
In court Colgate argued two major points in defense
of their actions. First, Colgate interpreted Title IX to
apply to the total intercollegiate athletic program and
there was no evidence that the program as a whole was
discriminating against women. Second, Colgate believed
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it was unfair to compare a women's club sport to a men's
varsity sport.39 Judge Howard ruled against Colgate
University, ruling that the school had denied their women's
ice hockey team equitable treatment and the university
was ordered to grant the hockey team varsity status.40
A few months after the court hearing, Colgate
University filed an appeal with the First Federal Court of
Appeals. The university argued that Judge Howard
misinterpreted Title IX in two ways; first, by comparing
the school sport by sport instead of program wide, and
second, the magistrate ordered the school to elevate
women's hockey instead of giving it discretion over how
to improve their disproportionate equity problem.41
Officials from the university involved in with the case
complained that either way they would have lost; if they
granted the hockey team varsity status then the school
would spend tens of thousands of dollars in expenses on
top of legal fees to comply, but if the appeal succeeded
then Colgate University would have been seen as a
"trailblazer" against gender equity.42 The court had little
sympathy and again ruled against Colgate University.
The court rebutted Colgate's argument by providing
damaging statistics that showed the university had
spent, excluding football, approximately $162,000 less
on women's sports than men's during 1990-1. Second,
the court stated that Colgate was wrongful in ignoring
women's complaints concerning athletic participation.
The court added critical evidence pointing out that the
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university had major differences in funding, facilities,
equipment, and coaching staffs favoring men's over
women's Sports. 43 Colgate's last reprieve, that financial
limitations kept them from complying with Title IX, held
no water with the court which stated, "Equal athletic
treatment is not a luxury... equality and justice are not
luxuries.., they are essential elements which are woven
into the very fiber of this country... they are essential
elements now codified under Title IX. 1144 The court
ordered Colgate University to grant full varsity status to
the women's hockey team and to provide all "amenities"
needed to do this.45

Conclusion
The public awareness of the requirements of Title IX
have spawned several complaints. Most of the
complaints have been brought by women's advocates in
the last few years who are seeking help from the courts
to force colleges and universities into compliance. Within
their cases, arguments over equivalent athletic female
participation have brought to the forefront controversial
issues concerning the dominance of male sports over
women's.
By analyzing the court cases involved with gender
equity from 1991 to the Colgate case in 1993, common
factors can be indentified to help explain the issue.
Social and economic forces have contributed to every
aspect of the arguments, involving a wide range of
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institutions that formulate policy, argue different
aspects, propose new ideas, and predict when the
compliance with gender equity will be complete.
Lack of implementation of gender equity in athletic
programs on the intercollegiate level since 1971 was
shown to emanate from a mass of socioeconomic values
that limited the capabilities of women. The devaluing
of women athletically began at the lowest institutional
levels. Coupled with a stereotype of women, girls were
subjected to outside influences that did not promote
their complete athletic development. Females who
displayed physical ability matching those of their male
peers were often times labeled "tomboy," creating a
negative attitude toward having these natural abilities.
It is at this level that the public's policy must begin
to change in order to allow girls to develop athletic
ability equivalent with boys. It is important to remember,
in order to educate children on gender equity values it
is necessary to reshape the educators' social values
about women.46 Efforts toward this combination will
help gradually change the overall societal perceptions
about gender equity and prove efficacious.
Once attitudes about gender equity begins generally
changing, then productive implementation can begin at
the collegiate level. This is where some schools are
beginning to question the legitimacy of maintaining a
varsity football team with the pressure of cost cutting
and gender equity simultaneously hitting their program.
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Once economics becomes a factor in the decision
making process, many will argue football not only
brings in money from games, but also booster clubs, fan
memorabilia, and concessions. With success in football
comes school notoriety and advertisement through
televised games. This generates student appeal across
the nation to choose the school over another with less
fame. As certain schools acquire more fame, and with
fame comes extra financial benefits (University of
Colorado received over $1,000,000 for winning the
Federal Express Orange Bowl in 1990), other schools
are conversely affected. This pattern has made it
desirable for many Division-i schools to stress football
as an important revenue producer.
It is no wonder why schools like California State
University at Long Beach and California State University
at Fullerton, which both dissolved their football
programs within the last three years, are now
reconsidering such cuts. CSUF, which felt the squeeze
from both unproductive football seasons and sex
discrimination suits, eliminated their football program
for budget reasons, but in the shadows the gender
equity problem probably was the decisive issue.47
Presently, CSUF is working both on compliance with
Title IX and proposing new plans for the return of
football.
Immediate answers for schools dealing with these
gender equity problems have been to reduce football
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team size through mandatory cuts, reducing the number
of football scholarships, and basing financial aid
according to financial need rather than athletic ability.
By implementing such regulations slowly, schools will
be able to maintain stability without negatively impacting
the athletes and work toward gender equity
simultaneously.
Supporters of a "shock therapy" approach to the
gender equity problem are dividing, unfortunately, the
emotional gender gap further, but understandably
desire authentic and immediate results from schools
that have blatantly ignored gender equity for too long.48
In the same way cost cutting can be implemented on the
male side of the issue, so females and their supporters
should work patiently, and at the same time carefully
assisting all institutions toward an agreeable policy.
It must be understood there is no clear cut solution
to the question and problem of gender equity. Therefore,
consensus is necessary in the policy formulation process.
There must be an agreement on what gender equity is
and howTitle IX relates to it. New ideas and suggestions
must be examined thoroughly to safeguard against
policy that is too conservative or too radical.
The last twenty-three years have witnessed many
positive changes toward the social stereotypes of women.
Not until the last few years has the non-compliance of
Title IXbrought so much heated controversy. Analyzing
the numerous Title IX cases from 1991 up to 1993, have
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shown the lack of implementation of gender equity in
athletics on the collegiate level has come to its fulcrum.
Constant pressure from lawsuits, congressional
involvement, and active women's organizations has put
Title IX on the forefront of every institution's agenda.
Some are pushing for immediate radical implementation,
others for reasonable timetables of gradual change.
The former, without taking into consideration the social
forces involved, are dividing the sexes; the latter, are
allowing those groups involved to become educated
about a highly complicated and vital issue. The
gradualist approach will immediately address gender
equity neglect and constantly reassess the progress of
implementation, creating an effective new policy
beneficial to all.
Before the twentieth century ends, participation in,
financing of, and support for women's college sports
will come closer to equaling men's; but unfortunately
the gap between the programs will still remain, due to
social habits influenced by an ignorance that continues
to place women on a lower rung of the equality ladder.
Conflict over gender equity, that was shown increased
in the last few years, only separates the two sexes on the
issue. In the future, only gradual change in social
attitude backed by legal criteria and legitimate
institutions will compliance with gender equity be
complete.
-78-

1

Education Amendments of 1972, Pub.L.No. 92-318,
Title IX, 86 Stat. 375-75 (1972), as amended, 20 U.S.C. SS
1681-88 (1990).
2 Jthough this study will not touch men's legal recourse,
since all of it has occurred recently, it is important to realize
such actions have taken place. Mainly this has been in
reaction to a false misconception by men that cuts in their
programs have been the result of compliance to women's
needs solely, ignoring the affect it has on men's programs.
See recent action in articles and "Sidelines" notes of, Chronicle
of Higher Education,"Men turn to Federal Ant-Bias Laws to
Protect Teams from Chopping Block," July 11, 1993; and the
undercutting of such action by the courts when the first court
decision to address male athletes sex-bias claim was dropped
by cutting men's swimming and keeping women's at Indiana

University of Pennsylvania, September 18, 1993.
Office for Civil Rights, U.S. Department of Education,
Title IX Intercollegiate Athletics Investigator's
Manual (interim July 28, 1980); a more recent pamphlet has
been prepared, "Title LX in Intercollegiate Athletics: Litigation
Risks Facing Colleges and Universities."
Overview of Title IX Intercollegiate Athletics
Requirements, Attorney Bill Mullowney,
Whittier College, 1993.
5 Mariah

Burton Nelson, Are We Winning Yet?
How Women Are Changing Sports and Sports
Are Changing Women, Random House,
New York, 1991, pg.25; figures for 1991-92
show a dramatic increase in women
participants, 3.5 million boys compared to 2
million girls according to research done by the
National Federation of State High School
Association.
6

K.F. Dyer, "Sociology of Sex and Sex Differences,"

Challenging the Men, pg. 116-118.
7

Elizabeth R. East, "Federal Civil Rights Legislation and
-79-

Sport," Women and Sport, pg. 214-215.
8

Dyer, "Sociology of Sex...," pg. 116-118.
Ibid.

10

Douglas Lederman, "Athletics Notes," The Chronicle of

Higher Education, April 22, 1992, pg. 40.
Debra E. Blum, "Rutgers and Wyoming Review
Compliance with Title IX," Chronicle of Higher Education,
11

July 29, 1992, pg. A27.
12

Interview with University of Wyoming President Terry

P. Roark, March 20, 1993.
13

Ibid; November 28, 1993.

14

Debra E. Blum, "University of New Mexico's Gymnastic
Team Filing Suit Over Title IX," The Chronicle of Higher
Education, June 10, 1992, pg. A31.
15

Ibid.

16

Ibid.

17

Debra E. Blum,"Big Ten Chiefs Vote for Sex-Equity
Plan," The Chronicle ofHigher Education, June 17, 1992, pg.
35.
18

Ibid.

Douglas Lederman, "College Football Association Won't
Push for a Quick Reversal of NCAA Reforms," Chronicle of
Higher Education, June 10, 1992, pg. A29; see update,
"NCAA Presidents Won't Push for Limit on Football Teams,"
July 7, 1993, where NCAA President's Commission did not
19

sponsor cap size to 105 players.
20

Ibid.

21

Debra E. Blum, "7 Women Sue U. Texas, Demanding
Varsity Teams," The Chronicle of Higher Education, July 8,
1992, pg. A32; see update in Chronicle's Sidelines, June 16,
1993 and setting timetable agenda for gender equity
-80-

compliance, July 28, 1993.
22

"Colorado State cited for Title IX violation," Higher

Education and National Affairs, April 22, 1993.
23

Debra E. Blum, "7 women sue U. Texas, demanding

varsity teams...," pg. A32.
24

See Chronicle, "Athletic Notes," June 23, 1993 and
"Sidelines," July 14, 1993 for update; the case remained
pending in court until June, 1993, when the school agreed to
pay punitive damages in the amount of $80,000 to the
women. The next month, Colorado State was forced to
comply with the women's grievances when the U.S. Court of
Appeals 10th district upheld a lower district court's decision
to reinstate the softball team.
25

See Chronicle, "Athletic Notes," April 28, 1993, for
update; U.S. Court of Appeals for the First Circuit upheld a
district court order that required Brown to reinstate it's
women's gymnastics and volleyball to varsity status. Expected
to be "precedent" for pending cases in the future.
26

For other recent examples of faculty and coaching
staffs legal complaints see, "2 more Coaches of Women's
Teams Go To Court to Press Claims of Sex Discrimination,"
Chronicle of Higher Education, September 1, 1993.
27

Debra E. Blum, "Athletic Notes," The Chronicle of

Higher Education, Febuary10, 1993, Pg. A37.
28

See California State University system announcing
that it will require its schools into compliance with
opportunities and funding for women's athletics by 1998-99,
"Gender Equity Gets Boost," L. A. Times, October 22, 1993,
pg. Cl.
29

Debra E. Blum, "Rutgers and Wyoming.......pg. A37.

30

Debra E. Blum, "Big Ten

31

Judith Brame, interview, October 1, 1993.

-81-

"pg. A35.

32

Ibid.

33

Nelson, "Are Women Winning Yet?," pg. 116.

34

Douglas Lederman, "Following Its Sedate 1993 Meeting,
NCAA Anticipates a 'Blockbuster' in 1994," The Chronicle of
Higher Education, January 27, 1993, pg. A36; Richard P.
Schultz resigned as NCAA executive director in May, 1993,
but it was not related to Title IX allegations, see Chronicle,
May 19, 1993.
35

"Collins Introduces Bill Requiring Release of Athletic
Expenses," found in American Council on Education, of the
Higher Education and National Affairs, Febuary 22, 1993, pg.
1-4; see State involvement with bill introduction in Florida
and California to withhold money from schools not complying
with Title IX, in,Chronicle of Higher Education, pg. A36,
April 14, 1993; and, Rep.Collins reintroducing bill as Gender
Equity in Education Act sponsored by Congressional Caucus
for Women's Issues, Chronicle, pg. A35., April 28, 1993; and,
female athletes testifying in front of Congressional
subcommittee about gender equity problems, pg. A30., June
30, 1993.
36

"Congress Enters Fray Over Sex Equity in College
Sports," The Chronicle ofHtgherEducation,Douglas Lederman,
Febuary 24, 1993, pg. A35, 37.
37

Mel Narol, "Title LX: 2 Colleges: 0," Sports Lawyer,

1992, pg. 16.
38

"ColgateU. Becomes a Battleground Over Equity," The
Chronicle of Higher Education, Douglas Lederman, 2/17/93,
pg. A27-28.
39

Narol, "Are Women Winning Yet?" pg. 116.

° Ibid.
41

"Colgate U. Becomes...," pg. A34.

42

Ibid.

43

Ibid.
-82-

44

Narol, Mel, loc. cit.

45

Ruling was for not, see update, "Appeals Court Dismisses
Sex-Bias Suit Against Colgate," Chronicle ofHigherEducation,
May 15, 1993, where "district's court order moot" because
filers all graduated before team could be reinstated. Note,
Brown University's victory was suppose to help push this
case in favor of the women, see footnote #22.
46

See Pac-10 Conference coach Christine W. Hoyles
comment, "You can't start up sports in vacuum," needing
increased emphasis of sports and societal values in levels K
thru 12, in "Walk-Ons," Chronicle of Higher Education, July
14, 1993.
"v Whitten, Al, 1992 Cal State Fullerton football player,
representative to Athletic Department,
personal interview October 25, 1993; see recent material
in,Chronicle ofHigherEducation,"Officials of Big Time College
Football See Threat in Moves to Cut Costs and Provide Equity
for Women,", June 16, 1993; and, "Coaches of Big-Time
Football Programs Say Scholarship Cuts 'Scare' Them Most,"
July 28, 1993; or an example of a school with little financial
problems and hence, having an easier time compensating
with Title IX in, Sidelines section, pg. A38, April 14, 1993, in
which Stanford University announces addition of 29 female
athletic scholarships in next 3 years.
48

look for similar comments by Executive Director of
American Baseball Coaches Association Dick Bergquist that
says present course of action in Title IX battle, "divisive," and
very "polarizing," in, Chronicle of Higher Education, June 2,
1993.

-83-

'Tile Sorsies
by AfexStein
"Look at the horses," I said to Evan while pointing
with one hand at the lazy, grazing mares. At first Evan's
head was buried too deeply within the furry lining of my
coat for him to notice the horses. The horses were
equally ignorant of us. I shook Evan up and down a bit
with the arm I had around his tiny body. Evan's
sobbing subsided, and the pressure of his desperate
embrace weakened. Soon, I was holding Evan above the
trodden, wooden fence so he could get a better glimpse
of the animals. As I took the sugar cubes out of my waist
pocket, I heard the distant choir starting to sing "Glory
Alleluia." That meant the Gospel reading was next.

Evan's crying had started early this time, during the
second reading from one of Paul's letters. The lector
stumbled and struggled through the reading while the
congregation listened to my son's pain. Sonja, as usual,
intently kept her gaze towards the altar. She wanted to
be totally oblivious to her son's untimely outburst.
While she wore her holy face, it was my job to get Evan
outside of the church as quickly as possible in order to
give Sonja only a little embarrassment.
So I took Evan to see the horses. While mass
infuriated him, the horses would calm him. He'd hold
out sugar cubes for them, and the old, half-blind mares
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would sniff out the treat waiting in Evan's tiny hands.
He was in awe of these harmless creatures. But his fear
was not stronger than his fascination. Hesitantly, Evan
stroked one of them on the neck. As the horse tried to
maneuver its neck so that Evan would scratch a
particularly itchy spot, Evan wouldj erk away, surprised
by the horse's movement. I laughed inwardly, thinking
Evan was unknowingly teasing the animal.
There was a quiet room in the church. It was
actually not quiet at all. In this glass enclosed, soundproofed room, parents would attempt to cradle and
comfort their bored, tired, or hungry toddlers while
listening to the service through the speaker which was
installed in one corner of the room. I wonder how the
church dealt with noisy children before the invention of
the quiet room. Maybe in the old days, all of the smoke,
darkness, and mystery would put a child in awe, the
same way Evan was awed by horses. Sonja didn't like
the quiet room. She felt the glass partition interfered
with her spiritual experience. She didn't want Evan to
miss out on any spiritual training, which was why we
brought him to church in the first place, but she still
made me take him outside when he started up.

As I made sure that Evan's parka was zipped up all
the way up to his chin, I noticed no more noise coming
from the church. Father Dennis must be giving his
sermon right now. Father Dennis gave sermons that
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usually had one main theme. The toilet. The last
sermon I had heard of his, Father Dennis exhorted his
parishioners to use the hand blow driers in the bathroom
instead of the paper towels. This would save the poor
church needed funds which they could be using to build
. Father Dennis said ideas for his
another 'family' center.
sermons came to him while he was on the toilet. I
always avoided shaking hands with him when walking
out the church door at the end of mass. Luckily I didn't
take the Eucharist either, something Sonja always did.
Looking at Sonja solemnly open her mouth and slightly
stick out her tongue while waiting for Father Dennis's
fingers to place the wafer in her mouth made me cringe.
The horse did not wait so solemnly for Evan's hands.
As I rubbed the damp spot on my shoulder caused by
Evan's tears, the horse was sticking its entire head
through the fence trying to lick Evan's sugar-coated
fingers. The horse's tongue eagerly appeared between
its toothless gums. Evan rubbed his hands on his face,
and let the horse lick it. While the horse licked, Evan
closed his eyes tightly and giggled at the tickly feeling.
I thought about how Sonja sounded when I would
nibble her arms, breasts, and waist.
She would lie flat on her back, relaxed with her
eyes closed. I'd explore her until I found a space which
made her twitch or sigh. Her sighs were not ones ofjoy
or pleasure. Theyjust seemed like spontaneous releases
of pressure. When I had first met her, we would spend
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weeks doing this. I would have done anything for her.
"You shouldn't be interested in me," she used to
whisper as she lay entwined in my arms and legs. "I can't
love you. I can't love anyone."
"I can't help it," I'd answer. And I couldn't. She would
come to my room in the middle of the morning, after she
had been out drinking with her friends. I would always
be waiting for her, unable to sleep wondering whether she
would come tonight or not.
"I'll leave if you want me to," she would always tell me
while I unbuttoned her blouse. "I'm not here because I
love you. I'm here because I want to be with you tonight,
and I'm drunk."
"Please stay," I'd always answer kissing her vodka
and marijuana scented lips. I'd make love to her while
she lay on the bed. She would stay still for the most part,
occasionally maneuvering her body a little to
accommodate mine or make herself more comfortable
while I was on top of her. I thought that a woman being
raped would react in the same way. Afterwards, as I lay
spent in sweaty sheets from my passion, I'd look over at
her and see the same face she always wore. She could be
shopping, sleeping, making love, or praying, and she
would still carry the same expression.

She never

complained about the wild way I made love to her though.
I thought she wouldn't keep coming back if she didn't like
what was going on between us. She always returned.
Nothing changed, except I married her. But marriage did
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not cement our relationship the way I had expected it to.
She still told me I shouldn't love her. I still couldn't help
myself.
I used to try anything to make her come alive, to see a
different face. There must be something more to her, I
thought. I wrote her poems and childish anecdotes.
Sometimes she laughed at them condescendingly. Most
of the time she told me I was full of shit. Words had no
effect on her.
"Everything you say, all your poetry, all your stories,
and all of your words are lies," she'd say after I had
finished gushing her in a shower of affectionate monologue.
"They're just lies, masking what you really want."
"And just exactly what is it do you think I want from
you?" I'd ask while grasping the crushed up ends of the
blanket.
She'd breathe one of her disappointed sighs, turn to
me and say, "You don't love me. If you think you do, you
are an idiot. Get in touch with the truth. Realize what you
love is fucking me." Her voice was low, clear and controlled.
She did not emphasize any words while she spoke. She
could have been asking for a bottle of milk at the
supermarket when she said, "Realize what you love is
fucking me." I looked into her eyes when she said this,
hoping to catch a glimmer of recognition or affection. Her
eyes seemed to look inward. She was on another planet.
Evan had his eyes closed, not to escape from this
world, but in order to heighten the tactile sense of the
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mare nuzzling him. After a while Evan's eyes turned
towards mine. "Can I ride the horsey, Daddy?" Every
time we came out here he would end up asking me this
question. I had always refused him, afraid of Sonja's
reaction to her son playing when he should be in church
praying. But this time, images of my son gallantly
riding through green meadows appeared in my head.
Flick her, I thought to myself as I heard "Swing Low"
being sung by the congregation. fled Evan by the hand
along the fence to the other side of the stable. It didn't
seem like there was really anybody around to ask if he
could get on one of the horses. Carefully avoiding the
piles of manure scattered on the ground, we approached
the horse that Evan liked best. It was a strawberry
blond, senile old thing. It didn't seem like it would mind
having a little child sitting on top of him. I helped Evan
get on the horse, which groaned a little from being
distracted from its engrossing patch of grass. As soon
as Evan was comfortable and stopped moving around
on top of him, the horse simply resumed eating as if
nothing was sitting on top of him at all. I imagined Evan
to be in a far off place, pretending he was Lancelot or
Gawain. Little did he know that his steed was little more
heroic than Don Quixote's Roxinante. As I watched my
son enjoying himself, my body began to feel tingly.
"She's wrong. She's wrong," I muttered. My son sat
on a stationary, old, half-blind horse his bright eyes
smiling at me.
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5-ITow the Daftons £4'(acle 17v(y DadProud
by Adam Webster
Amidst the Autumn excitement created by the return
of the golden brown, rusted leaves that crunched under
our feet when we walked home and the wind that blew
in our faces and played with our scarves when we
walked up Turncreek Hill; amidst the transition of
moving to the second floor of the elementary school
because I was a big fourth grader now; amidst my
Grandpa that I didn't really know dying and my Grandma
with a bladder problem from St. Louis moving into my
room; amidst all that, arrived the Daltons. There were
only two of them, but they were everywhere, so two was
plenty. There was no getting away, no hiding. Every day
at ten, the Daltons made their rounds and every day
shortly after, returned with pockets full of money. They
left nowhere unsearched. The bathroom wasn't even
safe. The sanctimony of a stall was quickly null and void
when the distinct sound of a Dalton boot kicked it open
with a whack that reverberated off the bathroom tiles
and the twisted grin was all you saw of his face as he
asked for his payment.
His payment! At first I thought they were crazy, but
soon I realized it was no joke - Chet and Carter Dalton
were for real. It was soon after I asked them if they
wanted my lunch money in small, unmarked bills, like
I had seen on TV, that I figured that out. That crack got
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me a fat lip and a black eye. So much for quelling their
greed with humor.
The Daltons' pilfering must've gone on for more than
a month, and nothing happened to them. They weren't
punished at all. It was like there was no authority. I'm
sure somebody must have told on them, but every day
without fail, we were forced to hand over our only means
of obtaining food. I must have lost ten pounds during
that time, despite taking seconds at every dinner. I even
ate mom's liver and lima beans. She worried about me
eating too much while my dad was proud I was "such a
growing young man." I didn't have the guts to tell them
what was going on at school. I was hoping they would
somehow guess and ask me about it, but that never
happened. Whenever I asked for seconds, my mom
would ask, "Are you really that hungry?" and I would
truthfully reply, "Yes" and she would sigh an, "Okay."
As she served it up my dad would yell an encouraging,
"Atta Boy!" It felt good making him proud like that, but
it's a pretty safe bet that his pride would have subsided
if he knew I was giving up my lunch money to eat like
that.
Soon it became a foregone conclusion that Mrs.
O'Henry's entire fourth grade class would not be
partaking in lunchtime activities that year. It was after
ensuring a stronghold on her class that the Daltons
ventured to expand their domain to include the whole
fourth grade at picturesque Dwight D. Eisenhower
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Elementary School, and sadly enough, they had gained
a reputation strong enough to pull it off. Since the other
kids saw no consequences of the Daltons' actions from
the teachers or principal, they wanted to be Daltons too.
Soon it became cool to be a Dalton, to steal from the poor
and keep it, but I held on strong to my beliefs. Ijust wish
I could have done the same with my money.
Little Jimmy Hannigan took the lead in Mr. Smithers'
class, and Becky Wright got in on the action in Mr.
Gripnick's. It was this latter recruitment that taught me
larceny knows no sexual boundaries. Soon the Daltons
proclaimed the fourth grade situation in hand. The
henchmen got a share of the money they took in, but the
Daltons got the bulk of it. They had the other kids out
there doing the dirty work and they were still getting
paid. They said it was because the other kids were using
the Dalton name, like they had a corner on the market
of being jerks. Classroom by classroom, the Daltons
expanded their control, and classroom by classroom,
the school lost its.
The weird thing is, even after a month, I never saw
the results of all the money the Daltons must have been
pulling in. They still came to school in tattered no-name
brands and walked instead of riding bikes. They never
showed off any baseball cards they had. It was as
though their entrepreneurship wasn't coming to fruition,
but my stomach's grumbling echoed by those of my
classmates assured me it did, and there was nothing we
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could do about it.
It was when we were at the end of our ropes,
flinching every time we saw them, an involuntary
reaction of our learned helplessness, when all hope
seemed lost, it was then that marked the arrival of
Christopher E. Mulligan, clearly the largest boy this
school had ever seen. He was easily five-foot-four and a
good 160, and if you looked closely enough, I swear
you'd see stubble. I was creeping down the hail to go to
the bathroom at ten 'til ten when he rounded the corner
and all I could think was, "The Daltons have brought in
their dad to help them." My bathroom break having
ended as soon as I saw him, I emptied my pockets, ready
for the inevitable. He kept looming closer and closer,
sort of meandering and stalking me. My lungs tightened
with every step he took towards me, my hands shook
and my stomach changed pitch. With a final step, we
stood face to chest, and he just looked at my outstretched
hand confused, like he wanted more. More - we were in
trouble.
"Hi, whatcha doin'?" he bellowed and flashed a goofy
oofy
grin.
My lungs released as I sighed and my hand dropped,
but I clenched the money tightly. He wasn't here for me
or my money. "Uh, nothing," was my weak, feeble
response. I put my money away.
"I'm Chris. I'm new here. I'm gonna be in Mrs.
O'Henry's class. Are you in hers?"
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"Yeah, yes, I, I am. Uh, follow me."
As we entered the room, Mrs. O'Henry grew a warm
smile and I couldn't help but flash a quick glance at the
Daltons in the back row, who were staring at us with a
quizzical look at best. Great, they're going to hold me
accountable for bringing in the big kid. Mrs. O'Henry
cleared her throat needlessly, the whole class was
already at attention starting the minute we had entered.
"Class, this is Christopher, he just moved here so ..."
The latter part of her sentence was drowned out by the
class' "Hi Christopher"s and his goofy, "Hi" in return.
Then, like every other day right before ten, Mrs. O'Henry
excused herself due to the nature of her bladder setting
up the Daltons' now-ritualistic thievery. It had become
like a ceremonial tithes and offerings with Chet passing
his hat down the first row to Carter at the other end, who
would then send it back down the next row, getting
heavier and greener every time. When it got to me I
dumped my money in and passed it to Chris who just
looked at it. He shrugged and passed it on, without
contributing. The few of us who noticed looked up at the
Daltons to see if they saw. We couldn't tell; there wasn't
any change in their stony faces, but they must have, he
was the new kid.
They let Chris go for about a week before they hit him
up for his money, during which time, he would ask me
why I didn't join him in the lunch room, why nobody
really had lunch. He said he was lonely. I didn't feel like
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explaining to him that I didn't join him because I gave
away my money because I was scared. He was lucky I
talked to him at all; no one wanted to be the big kid's
friend, the Daltons made sure of that. A week after he
arrived, the Daltons let him in on their game. The hat
came to him and he passed it on like usual, at which
point Carter broke the silent proceedings.
"Uh, uh! You put your money in there, chump, like
everyone else!"
"What money?"
"Your lunch money, stupid!"
"But I don't got any lunch money."
"Then what do you do for lunch, smarty."
And from his backpack, Chris pulled, a ratty,
crumpled brown paper bag. "I bring my own," he said,
not with pride, but with confusion. Like he had done
something wrong. Indeed, the Daltons perceived he
had. They looked around the room as did I and saw all
of the other kids' eyes open wide and a smile growing
larger on their faces. They started to cheer. The big kid
had found a way to beat the Daltons.
Business definitely dwindled for the Daltons after
that. There were still the kids who couldn't get their
moms to buy stuff from the store for them, and they
were still easy targets, but the majority of us started
brown bagging, and finally enjoying lunchtime. Even
the kids in Mr. Gripnick's and Mr. Smithers' classes
started bringing their own. I got my parents to agree to
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brown bagging because I said the school just didn't
have big enough portions for me, which pleased my dad
to no end. Of course, I didn't have as much room at
dinner time, much to his disappointment, and I think
he thought I was getting sick. Oddly enough, I'd never
felt better.
Alter about two weeks of all of us cramming into the
lunch room, the Daltons felt pressured to do something
to regain some type of control. When Mrs. O'Henry left
that day before ten, Chet and Carter passed the hat
again and saw the piddly results. Then, in what I
thought was a weird maneuver at the time, Chet lay on
the ground and Carter pushed Chris onto him and then
hopped on Chris.
Chet yelled, "Get him off of me" while Carter cried
and said he couldn't.
Mrs. O'Henry returned to see the tail end of the
travesty and did the only thing she could; she escorted
Chris to the principal's office after seeing if the Daltons
were okay. Chris looked puzzled, but also accepting of
his fate as he left the classroom, like he knew what was
happening, but that he couldn't do anything about it.
As soon as Mrs. O'Henry left, the Daltons headed to the
front of the classroom and informed the class that
brown bagging was no longer acceptable and those that
decided to continue doing so would be dealt with in a
suitable manner.
The next day I had no option other than forking over
-96-

the money and marvel at the quietness of the lunchroom.
It remained like that for the rest of the year and
Eisenhower never saw Chris again. We came in the next
day and his desk had been cleaned and, like the
lunchroom, remained empty. That night, as I am sure
the entire neighborhood can attest to, my dad was
proud once again as he bellowed an especially hearty,
"Atta Boy!"
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Poems: Yeremy Cosand
Lifesiqns
Drawn-up lines arrayed cross-ways along the
boulevard
Sign upon sign, each clutched cliche shines
Like a badge, gleaming white,
Throwing a harsh banner of light
Across the eyes of passersby.
Here come the drive-bys.
Some bury their eyes and blind their minds
With mirrors and signals and traffic lane lines.
Some see and agree with shouts or waves,
Some fire their horns in salute,
Honking like privileged members
Of some private bridal procession.
The sun takes little metal stabs at me,
Behind my sign,
And the melting street, the sweaty smells,
The fumes of cars with faces passing like trains,
Droning like waves, boxes me up:
A casket on the shoulders of carnival clowns.
A carnival of death.
A funeral for a generation.
A wake for the mourning of mornings lost,
Lives passed up like these sidewalk signs.
She slides by and tries to hide behind the Ray-Ban lies.
She downshifts her shame and changes lanes,
With her questions swinging, chained,
From the rear-view mirror.
The reflection is remembrance -98-

That hulking diesel, Life,
Rumbling exhaust behind her,
Its wide right turns,
Its flammable tanks of passion,
Nature and circumstance,
And the aftermath of every crash;
A tailgating, potential wreck.
My little sign cries out tears of blindness
To her lonely drive.
Its letters condemn,
But can she see my eyes?
Here, outside - on this street - they are dry.
But inside, behind, beneath the lights,
They drip sighs for those denied,
For lives and loves tried,
For all the shivering fears of her times.
The heat is a desert, she'd die for a drink,
For one drop of those deep tears.
She seeks those sighs, but all she finds
Is signs
And sins,
Shiny little fears all in a line
And a march of crimes,
Of blind reading blind.

Choir Immune To This Inching Sin-Drone
Someone stuck it to me as I walked by,
Blood red ribbon matched my shorts,
But clashed with my mood.
"Wear this for awareness," but whose?
It doesn't touch my heart,
And who does it mark?
Me - as one who cares,
Or do I just want to be seen,
Another drop in a sea of P.C.?
Who cares? I don't mean to be
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Cynical, but when Socrates
Says, "Know thyself,"
He doesn't mean "Get tested."
And I don't think the dying
Whisper prayers to a Condom.
It is only the living who could be
So innocent to believe
In a safe-sex rubber fairy.
Aaron had the ribbon
Wrapped around his finger
But he still couldn't remember
Where he lost it.
It was chalked up
On the board in class
Like it should've been
A holiday,
But it couldn't even be
Given away,
And all the pipers
Couldn't understand why
The deficient didn't dance
Whenever they played.

Eutycfius (acts 20:7-12)
If I sit too long on the fourth story sill, and lose my
sight in the sunset, the twilight and the deepening
night;
If I lose count and let the rich meal, the sharp wine
and warm loaves pull my eyelids closed over the
starry sky;
And if the voices and laughter of adults in the room,
of subjects and topics of an unknown world
conspire
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With the force of midnight candles, heavy rest after
the feast, and that over-laden table to push
me from my sleepy perch and out into the
night air,
You will come running to embrace me, to lift me,
lifeless, in your arms and hug me alive again,
saying, "Don't be afraid," and, "life has not left
US."

And if I am ever the adult in the room, talking out
loud and filling up the space with lamp-light
and words,
And I hear a rustling over at the sill, an inhaling of
night air and see a quick form flit out of sight,
Let me forget what I've said and run down the stairs
and throw myself on the body on the sidewalk
And hold you close with hopeful arms and wash you
with tears and bathe you with prayers and say
to you and the wailing mourners,
"Don't be afraid," and, "life has not left us."
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9?e4qion-, government and 'Us
by Qycrn C. W3ctscn
Many people are affected by the "separation of
church and state." The idea of the "separation of
church and state" is widely used to describe the legal
and institutional nature of freedom of religion in the
United States. This idea, though, is misunderstood,
misused, and misinterpreted to fight or correct opinions.
There are three main things wrong with the "separation
of church and state." First, the true meaning has been
changed; second, it affects the public, religion, and
religious activities, usually in a way that does not
benefit any of these three; and last, the government
today misuses it to fight against religion and religious
activities occurring freely in any place. It is incorrect to
use the "separation of church and state" the way that it
is used today.
The original meaning of the "separation of church
and state" has been changed tremendously by the
Judicial and Legislative branches of the government.
One thing that the government has done is misinterpret
and change the founding fathers' Constitutional intent.
The founding fathers' intent of the First Amendment
was to protect and promote freedom of religion. It was
not designed to restrict religion from the public, which
is what the government is now doing. The Supreme
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Court has distorted history and rewritten the First
Amendment. The only "wall" of separation the First
Amendment was intended to have was that of prohibiting
Congress, and only Congress, from establishing a
national church and from interfering with any state
churches. The First Amendment, also called the
"Establishment Clause," refers to the government and
Congress. The problem is that the Establishment
Clause has been turned around and misused.
There is no reason to have a Constitution today if we
do not follow its original intent. As Robert Bork said,
"The original intent is the only legitimate basis for a
Constitutional decision." Many people say that we
cannot figure out what the original intent of the
Constitution was. Evidence for the intent is very clear:
to avoid favoring a particular denomination or
establishing a state-sponsored church. Since people do
not know much about the founding fathers' original
intent, they put their own values and desires into the
Constitutional statements. People's own theories are
threatening religious freedom by changing the true
meaning. All the public schools have also been affected
by the changed theory of "separation of church and
state." Almost all school material at the time the
Constitution was written had religion in it. Today the
school boards will not let most religious activities even
occur on the public school campus. As a matter of fact,
Christianity is being fought against more than any
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other religion, and thus causing Christians to fight
stronger to keep their freedoms. As a result, though,
Christians have actually had more rights taken away
from them than any other religion. Christians should
be allowed to express their beliefs anywhere, and at any
time; just like other beliefs or religions. Many people are
supporting the separationists who are taking away the
freedom of speech for those who want to tell someone
else what they believe. It is up to the listener to decide
whether they wish to believe what they have heard or
not, but at the moment, the separationists are winning
the battle against religious freedom.
The thing that seems so contradictory is the fact
that the government and Congress have done many
things concerning religion. Until 1948, schools used
religious material. Congress also assisted in religious
teachings. Today, the government will sponsor religious
holidays like Christmas, Easter, and Passover, but will
not allow religious acts like voluntary prayer in school.
This seems not only contradictory but absurd. John
Adams said, "Congress shall never meddle with religion
other than to say their own prayers and to give thanks
once a year." The government's intention today regarding
the "Establishment Clause" has become to use it as a
tool to restrict religion. The Supreme Court will not
allow a moment of silence, or prayer in public school
that is ordered by the teacher, even though they will
allow required meditation. Religious symbols like
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posters of famous Americans with religious sayings on
them, the pledge of allegiance, the ten commandments,
the Bible, and even a Christmas tree have been required
to be taken out of classrooms. The Supreme Court
would not allow teachers in California to take Christian
classes to teach religion to needy children. They say
that it would make it look like the state supports
religion being taught to the students, and to the public.
The state and the government support neither.
The government should have no say in religious
actions. As the First Amendment says, "Congress shall
make no law respecting the establishment of religion or
prohibiting the free exercise thereof." The people of the
government are free to believe what they want, but not
free to impose it on us with the "separation of church
and state." The "separation of church and state" shows
hostility toward religion, which totally opposes the First
Amendment. People need to be better informed and
more knowledgeable on the issue of "separation of
church and state" and understand where it actually
developed and how it is being used today.
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IMy 9t'fortaCEncmy

by Yenny Coivilie
I love lightning storms. That goddamned loose voltage
snapping around me like whips. It makes me feel like a
Greek God. Sometimes I think I can reach up and
crinkle it into little swarming balls in my hands, like the
June bugs that fly around as if they own the sky and
then pee-green in your hands when you've got them in
a death grip. If the lightning was like a June Bug I would
would toss it like a discus back into the sky where it
would hit the clouds, snap, and drop off the other side.
But as of now it's chasing me. It's at my back and all
around. It could hit anywhere within a five mile radius.
I'm counting down the seconds between the flash and
the boom. Every time it flashes the cacti become more
green. I see them circled around me, prickling through
every spine. Lightning is one of man's mortal enemies
that can split you in two; make you jump into a limp
skin so that even the cacti look menacing. It makes you
feel as if you are divided into only two halves: your fear
and your strength. Know how doesn't count. You cannot
defy lightning through know how.
I'm driving down La Cholla boulevard and I'm
prepared. I've got my prickly spine up. I know that
something as skinny and quick as lightning can kill
you. I've seen it happen. It's like a wink from a pretty girl.
The desert is lit like the neon moon over the plaster
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sleeping horse. Everything has an irridescent glow like
I'm looking through a pair of expensive sunglasses. It's
perfectly calm and then the lightning hits. It descends
in increments like a line on a cardiograph, and you don't
sense the danger till it's too late. Then boom! It hits like
a sneeze and all the cacti stand up and scream. But I'm
prepared. I'm good at avoiding accidents.
I make a right hand turn. I think it's at my back. It
could enter my body through the gas pedal and find its
way out at the top of my head. I've seen lightning
victims; there is an entrance hole and an exit hole and
a clean charcoal line that runs through the middle. A
smooth death, impossible to misdiagnose. I try to use
the brake and gas pedal as little as possible.
I turn the corner and run right into the sunset. I step
on the brake before I can run up against it and hear a
screech, feel the earth shake. It is sitting there waiting
for me as calm as a peacock or a Parisian prostitute. It
is orange and pink and yellow. The colors that Jeanette
used to wear on her eyelids the days that I drove her
down to New Mexico. I remember lying on the beach, the
dirt behind her knees and the tiny pieces of sand that
stuck to her smooth white stomach. I could lift her up
by her armpits and swing her out into the water. Now
the sky is winking at me, wrapping it's long trembling
arms around my truck. I've never seen anything quite
like this sunset. Its better then a wrap around porno
screen. I wonder if the image is beaming through the
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clouds. I wonder if God is being merciful to me. Or if this
is it, the last moment of beauty I'll experience after
Jeanette. Nothing else has ever qualified.
It is so peaceful in this slow light after all the painful
flashbacks, the other moments like lightning when I
remember her teeth like bones, her forehead turning
red and her hands hanging upward forming a cage for
her face. Now the saguaros are as still as sentinels and
their spikes are lit up with a soft fuzzy glow. I feel my
spine relax. The mountains look like they are made of
tequila, rolling up and down with the sky. The dirt on
the side of the road is clean and flat like locks of ironed
hair.
I turn into my neighborhood slowly, still staring at
the sunset. I feel it slipping away from me. The light
shifts and the blue mountains roll across my face. I look
at my hands and wish they could have taken hers and
made them soft. But then I look closely and see that
they are old and spotted like old ladies' hands. I've been
driving this truck for too long. It's worse than washing
dishes. Running these fruitcake errands for the hospital.
I knew I wouldn't be of any good unless I was transporting
people. They might as well have told me to retire, then
I could have bought a Cadillac and become a real old
lady. That damn squeezing pain; every time it comes it
leaves me pale. I'm turning into a pansy.
There is a car beside me. Inside I see a woman with
blond fuzzy hair. It's not smooth like Jeanette's. She is
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holding her arm up and trying to herd me over to the
side of the road. I pull over because it's more than likely
that she is in distress. Just between you and me,
sometimes you have to give in to women in order to help
them.
"Do you know that you almost killed me?" She is
leaning across the seat of her car and has rolled down
the window. Her cheeks are sunburned and her thin
shoulder blades are as tense as wire hangers. Our cars
have come to a stop and the gravel sails over and
showers the hood.
"What did you stop for? You stopped in the middle
of the road?" Her voice is funny, its shaking around
inside of her. I better make sure she is not injured. I
start to open the car door and she says, "No, stay where
you are. Look, I ran into that sign over there. I ran up
the median and into the sign." She is signaling frantically
with her hand. I look over at the intersection and see
that the no left hand turn sign is bent in two. I can tell
she is frightened, this is how many victims act. It is
important that I reassure her. I walk to the front of the
car and see that the fender is dented in like a harelip.
Smoke is rising from the grill. When I get to her window
she is shaking like its cold outside when it is actually
one hundred degrees in the shade. "I'm a trained
paramedic," I tell her. I show her the smile that means
everything will be alright.
"You made me crash asshole," she says.
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I hesitate for a moment. I almost forget who I am. I
feel dizzy like the cowboy in the beer commercial who
has been walking for days through an empty desert,
dying for a drink. I turn back to call in the accident on
my radio and then remember that I don't have my
ambulance anymore. The sunset is retreating into the
sky.
I walk back around to the side of the car where she
is sitting, probably afraid to get out. Her arm reaches
back over the seat and I see the kids. They make up a
tangle of brown arms and legs and big round deer eyes.
I can barely see them because the windows are tinted
and the back seat is dark. Their picture is hanging from
the rearview mirror. In the picture they are two angels
with neatly combed hair, frilly necklines and shiny red
lips. When they finally pop their heads out from behind
the front seat their hair is wild and they are naked
except for the rubber underwear they have on over their
diapers. They scramble over the seat covering their eyes
when they see me and try to hide under their mother's
legs. One of them is hanging on her neck like a koala.
The woman is saying "It's OK, It's OK" over and over
again. She is lifting them up turning them backwards
and forwards running her hands over their heads
looking for contusions or abrasions.
"Look, I can help you ma'am" my voice sounds
funny, not at all forceful. "You shouldn't be moving
them around like that; they could have a spinal injury."
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She stops, looks at me, and her eyes seem to spark from
the inside. Then calmly and carefully she sets them
down in the front seat and fastens a seat belt around
them. Her face is red and I think of Jeanette, the time
I broke her grandmother's china. She was kneeling over
the mess and wouldn't look at me. She was picking
them up and sorting them into piles of equal sized
shards as if she thought it would help her put them back
together again.
"All I need is your license plate and telephone
number. Then I need to take my children to the
emergency room," the lady says. But now I'm staring at
her children as if they are those pieces of china.
Jeanette wanted kids, but she didn't want them with
me. She said I'd teach them to be like the prickly pear
in the back yard and that I'd give them about as much
attention as the water needed to grow their prickly
spines. She was mad at me of course; women don't
make sense when their mad.
My mind is slipping backwards now. It has a mind
of it's own. I remembered my dad and how he picked me
out of the bunch at the dinner table to teach me how to
lasso the baby calf. We practiced on barrel cacti out in
the desert. I remember his rope circling in a wide radius
and then zooming in tighter like a camera lens to the
perfect spot. I practiced night and day, imagining the
wide circle closing in on its goal until I could rope a
cactus blind. After I got good we would go out with
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gloves and pick up the fruit we had knocked off the
prickly pears and bring it back to mama. There was
something really sweet about watching my mama declaw those purple fruits. When she pulled all the spines
out, I always wanted to suck at the sweet, vulnerable
juice that dribbled from it's sides.
When my father died I didn't forgive him for a long
time. He had a heart attack because he ate too much
and didn't take care of his body. My mama told me,
when I was a teenager, that he was a weak man because
he knew he was going to have a heart attack and didn't
do anything about it because he didn't want to admit
that he was getting old. I told her that his problem was
that he let himself get old.
The woman in the car is sweating now and her pupils
are dilating. I know she is going into shock because I've
seen it happen before. "Your going into shock ma'am.
You need to step out of the car and lie down over here
on the grass." She looks at her children. Jeanette
wanted children. "I'll take care of the kids," I say. I reach
for the door and she panics and puts her key in the
ignition. I try to look at myself, but can't imagine how I
must appear. Like the old guy who lives in the park
across from our house?
I feel funny again and my hands feel empty. I don't
have my backup crew with me or a blanket to give her.
I remember when my brother used to laugh at me for
roping the cacti. "Why are you so proud? It's not going
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any where," he used to say. "No matter what you do
everything stays exactly the same as it was in the first
place." I remember lying awake at night and thinking
about the tallest cactus standing out behind the porch
under the moonlight, never moving as my lassos circle
and fall. It stands tall as if it thinks it is king of the
desert, and I get mad and go outside to try and pull it
down. I pull until blisters raise on my hands and my
arms feel numb. The damned thing never comes down.
Now that I look back I wonder why I wasted my time.
The lady is in front of me again. I almost wish that
she had a burn or was bleeding. I would have more of
a chance to fix a wound like that with my first aid box.
It's the one they gave me my first year, the first time I had
to administer CPR. It was a woman who had been pulled
out of a burning office complex. We all thought she was
pretty far gone because her whole body had turned
white except for the black around her nose and mouth
from smoke inhalation. I sealed my mouth over hers
and plugged her nose. Her face was cold like the
dummy's we used to practice on. I was amazed at how
easily the air went in. It was like blowing up a hot water
bottle. When I locked my elbows and positioned my
weight directly over her chest my fingers where shaking.
Her rib cage went down one and a half inches; just
enough to compress the muscles of her heart. In this
case she was different than the dummy because the
density was thicker. Her rib cage was pushing up
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against the palms of my hands. As I pushed down I was
sure I felt something tiny jumping around inside,
struggling against me. I thought it was her soul
escaping her body. I'd heard about it in Sunday school,
but until then I hadn't been able to picture how it
escaped. Now when I think back, it felt small like a
mouse running through a maze. I released the pressure
and found myself pressing back down. One, and two,
and three, and four. I was working like a machine at a
bottling plant. I checked her pulse again and it was
there, as tiny as an electrode. I didn't believe it. Then her
body shook and I knew her soul was settling down along
it's tracks. Her eyes opened wide and I saw my face
inside them, small and pale inside their huge shivering
irises.
I must have started going to church after that
because now I believe in the separation of body and
soul. And believe me, I go for my soul and not because
of the free doughnuts. I know that it is darn hard to keep
your soul from cheating on you. It's like that song "Your
Cheatin' Heart" by the country Western singer. It takes
every chance it can get to slip out of your body. It craves
accidents like a married man craves women. My father
had a hard time catching his, maybe some are more
slippery than others. I allow him that. I've learned some
tricks of the trade that he didn't know. I know that if you
can save your body, you can save your soul. That's why
I keep my self physically fit. I work out three times a
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week. And, well, at least since Jeanette left, I don't sleep
around with too many women.
Now the woman in the car has stopped sweating and
her respiration is slowing down. Her chest rises and
falls like she is breathing out of a paper bag. Her hair is
blond and is curling around her forehead like thorns
where she has been perspiring. When Jeanette left she
was perspiring. Tiny beads like diamonds always
appeared when she wrinkled her brow.
"She was one thing you couldn't lasso," my brother
said. His arms were folded over a desk, white coat,
stethoscope pounding on his chest. "You should have
known that she wouldn't tolerate the other women."
Now I remember that Jeanette's face was white when
she found out. It was pale and shocked like batter up
against a frying pan. But I still wonder if I could have
given them up even if I knew how much it was burning
her. I remember their sweet fragrances like the way it
smells after it rains in the desert, and the way I felt
strong, like Thor catching lightning in a lightning storm,
every time I let them recharge my battery. It was great
the things I would do to feel like I could defy natural
disasters.
The woman is getting out of her car now. She is
having trouble working the button to unlock the door.
I help her but she doesn't notice me. She is looking
around for my car. When she stands up she is wearing
a long flowing skirt. It gets caught on the car door and
-117-

rips up to her thigh. I follow her as she wobbles toward
my car like something lost. Her hair is streaming behind
her and for a moment I think that it is growing long and
straight so that it touches the small of her back like
Jeanette's. She steps in a puddle of rainwater and
automotive grease and my heart sinks. I know she won't
let me help her.
She is rummaging through her purse for a piece of
paper and a pen. I give her the pen from my left breast
pocket. As she reaches for it she drops her purse and
the contents scatter along the street and into the
puddles. A piece of the sunset is reflecting in a puddle
where a lipstick container lies. She throws up her arms
and I think that she is going to fall but instead she says,
"Alright I'll write your number on my hand." She kneels
down and I try to offer her my jacket. "Your dress is
getting wet," I say. She looks at me and then at her dress
and I think that she has come back to reality, but she
starts writing on her hand and doesn't bother to move.
When she gets up, the front of her skirt is soaked and
I can barely see her breathing. Hypothermia I think. It's
a tricky one because I've seen it happen in the desert at
the side of pools when the winds from the Catalina's set
in.
.You need to lie down and get warm. I have dry
clothes in my truck that you can change into. I'll drive
you and your children to the hospital." She just looks at
me, "No... thank you." Her pupils are dilating and she
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tries to walk back to her car.
So I start jogging backwards through my mind for a
solution. Trying to take control. My mind usually
operates like a fine-tuned instrument. Like one of those
machines at the library where you press a button and
the titles whirl around on a circular wheel. I remember
the little boy who saw his mother having an epileptic
seizure. I wanted to take him inside so he wouldn't see
the guys loading her into the emergency vehicle. The
boy wouldn't move from the front porch. He had a deck
of crazy eight cards and asked me if I wanted to play. He
dealt the cards, one by one, poker face over the two
headed bear and the ballerina. He was pretending not
to care, the same way that Jeanette did. He was making
up his own rules.
"What are the rules," I asked.
"You go, then I go," he said with a serious look. I
played along with him even though I knew the crazy kid
didn't know what he was doing.
When they brought his mother out he didn't look up.
He kept shuffling the cards around in his hands,
ordering them by color, the way that Jeanette tried to
order her broken dishes. "Look, look," he yelled, and
tugged at my sleeve, "this is how you play." I looked him
in the eye, I couldn't help it. Before I hadn't wanted him
to look over at the ambulance, but now I wanted to grab
him and tell him and make him look. I wanted to say,
"You've got to face the facts of life so they don't sneak up
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on you later." But I didn't. Stupid kid.
And now this woman, hair streaming and soaking
wet is getting into her car and turning the ignition. Her
children are struggling under the seat belts and she
tries to get them to sit down and keep still. Why is
everyone so god dammed stupid, I think. She can't drive
while she is in shock. If only he hadn't suggested that
I take another position. "Heart disease is hereditary," he
said. "Dad died when he was 45. I'm doing this for your
own good." "What good am I in this beat up truck with
my transistor radio and boxes full of CPR dummies. You
are supposed to be able to keep what you've worked for,
I told him.
I have been able to prevent shock from happening in
the past. I took the job as a paramedic because I wanted
the world to be a preventable place. I don't believe that
people can die quietly in their houses because they have
forgotten to take their nitroglycerine pills, or from
plugging in a blender with wet hands. When I was a kid
I read all those pamphlets that said "You too can
prevent accidents from happening." The ones that were
administered by the Red Cross and contained diagrams
on how to perform rescues. I knew the poison control
number by heart, I knew what to do if someone was
bitten by a rattlesnake. And when things went wrong it
was because someone got hysterical, or someone didn't
know the proper emergency techniques. I never tried to
deny what was going on. Everything was in focus,
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within my lasso's radius.
"Let me drive you ma'am," I try again. "No, thank
you, I'll be fine now." Her eyes are getting small and her
voice is weak. She is staring straight ahead and her
hand is shaking on the ignition. She pulls onto the road
and swerves back and forth confusing the dust. "The
hell you will," I kick at the falling light. "Stupid woman."
I turn around now and am surprised to see the
remains of the sunset still hanging like linen on a
laundry line. I walk over to my truck and kick the
fender. Then I kick the tire and then the license plate.
I sit down at the side of the road, my feet land in a puddle
by the scattered contents of the woman's purse. Lipstick,
tissue, a broken perfume bottle. I reach for the bottle
and spray a little on the tissue. I hold it over my nose and
close my eyes. I see Jeanette with her arms open wide
running to me on the beach in Mexico, when she
reaches me her face crowds out everything else, and
then it is dark.
The sun sets and I'm still sitting there on the side of
the road. I don't know what's wrong with me. It's the
squeezing pain again. I decide to go get some rope from
the back of the truck. I take it out and loop it the way my
father taught me, then I pick a bare cactus on the front
lawn of a house. The house has a nice grassy slope
which is not very common to desert landscaping. It
circles and descends like a crowning halo. I get it on the
first try. I feel like a real cowboy. I hold the rope tight in
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my hands and I feel the saguaro pulling against me. I
pull tighter because I won't let it move. I pull even harder
and the rope begins to slide through my hands. I can feel
it sting. Rope burns aren't the end of the world. I'll
bandage it tomorrow. If it would only stop pulling
against me. Damned cactus. Now my heart is beating
faster and my arms feel numb. I yell out "Yee Haw." I'll
never give in as long as I feel opposition.
Lightning flashes in the sky, but I won't let it stop
me. I can feel the perspiration forming on my brow like
a baptism and my soul running around inside me.
When will it stop pulling? A porch light goes on and I
hear peoples voices, they are walking towards me. The
lightning is getting closer. It's found me. Then I finally
feel the saguaro giving in. I feel its roots loosening. "My
God he's trying to pull our saguaro out of the ground,"
someone says. "He's got it with a lasso! Go call the
police," "Go call the doctor!" But it's too late. I'll never be
on the other side of the operating table while I'm
conscious. I'll never feel the clean white of a stiff
mattress at my back. I'll always be looking over my
victims; the ones with blocked arteries and chronic
angina. The cactus is falling towards me with all its
shimmering points, and so is Jeanette with a sweaty
brow and diamond stars. I can move a cactus. I can pull
them towards me and make them disappear.
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Poems: Adam Webster
To Dream Without Seeing - n Th4qliteninent
They say when the lights went out in Georgia
People saw things they hadn't seen before.
To listen without hearing
To cry without tearing
up
To speak without lying
To live without crying Rare
To dream without seeing
To live without being
sure
Rods and cones
Indistinct tones
shades and hues
complimentary blues
The facts are black and white
without sight
And the possibility of light
is slight.
(Really?)
Maybe not
After all, what have I got?
My rose colored glasses have just been shot.
The filtered light has been disposed
And the world has been exposed
Pain and torment
from visual scars
That sit and fester
and finally rot.
That's what I've got.
Bum my retinas, Lord
I know too much
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and have seen such
honors.
Introduce me cordially
to a world unknown
Show me the darkness
I've never been shown
Like the dog in the puddle
Who yearns for the bone,
One world to everyone's denied
And the grass is always greener on the other side
(Green?)
Yeah, you know?
Blue and yellow.
(Blue? Yellow?)
Oh.
Hello!
Sight gives us so much
such
touch
Vivid dreams to which I clutch
Tighter than my handbag in a den of thieves
Lost quicker than the Throne of Thebes
Technicolor dreams
turn to silent screams
on a B/W screen
The tint of green
of an "oldie but a goody" A talkie
(A talkie?)
(a talkie!)
(I can hear.
Can you?
Hear.
The intricacies of a flowing brook
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The sound of a dirty look
The ruffle of a smile
and the pause I just took
four-sided triangles
and squares that are round
Not to the feel
But real,
right.
In mental sight.
Inverted rainbows
and clouds on the ground
Anything I want
In my darkness I have found
true sound
that might astound.
2 A.M. - network programming's done.
Then off goes your t.v.
Why?
Why make it die?
Have you ever listened to the static to the snow
Where does it come from?
Where does it go?
Do you know?
And what does it look like
when it puts on its show?
I think I have a clue
Do you?)
Screw you
(The eyes aren't the window to the soul
One's world can be as black as coal
and their stare as blank as Locke's newborn's mind
But the visions you'll find
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Are one of a kind.
Full of life and not half as blind
As the "sighted" kind
Maybe those who
dream without seeing
are the only ones
who are really dreaming)
(Where was I when the lights went out?
I've been here all along.)
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Nice
They say nice guys finish last;
Not always.
21 years
of being nice
paid off today
As I stole a kiss,
copped a feel,
stroked her thigh
and entered her;
All the while
her screaming
no more
no more
No more will I be denied;
I'm too nice for that.

Pass the Past
looking up from his paper,
through caffeinated eyes,
he weakly whispered, to her empty chair
"The past choices we have made
will have to pass;
We have passed the past.
Can you pass the sugar?"
knowing the time had passed
and the sugar never would be.
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Temporary Relief
by Laura Galicia
On the same night the Comic Relief show took place
at the Shrine Auditorium this year, hundreds of homeless
citizens from over fifteen shelters in LA attended the
organization's gala Alternative Event inside the
Broadway Plaza. During the elaborate setup, I remember
discussing with fellow volunteers our expectations for
the night. We wondered if the whole upscale environment
would only serve to reinforce the reality of our guests'
situation, limiting their ability to enjoy the night being
surrounded by shops showcasing expensive
commodities. We had heard from the organizers that
the situation had been created as such to make the
homeless "feel good," give them "a night out," and smile
at the thought of people caring. Yet the pain of saying
good-bye to my ten-year old homeless friend Aria, who
thanked me for sharing the experience with her, made
me wonder how much longer we can afford to do good
deeds without meaningfully changing the direction our
history is taking.
I met Aria during one of my trips to the Children's
Room, located inside the Hyatt Regency adjacent to the
mall. She was standing in the middle of the area,
wearing a nice dark-blue velvet dress with gold ribbon
trimming, white nylons and black suede shoes. Seeing
that she was not interacting with anyone, I approached
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her, asking her to give me a tour of the attractions
available. Immediately, she grabbed my hand, smiled
and told me a bit about herself as she took me in and
out of the activity rooms. She was very eager to share
her story. She told me about her success in school, her
attitude towards Barney the Dinosaur and her memories
of Michoacan, Mexico. And yet, the identification card
hanging off the collar of her dress served as a constant
reminder, a haunting symbol, of the kind of childhood
we as a people have subjected her to.
Given the immediate situation, however, I found no
other way to help Ana than do exactly what the event
was designed for us to do. For a while there, Ana and
I were having the time of our lives. I was pleased to see
her smile and she was pleased to have reason to smile.
We danced, we laughed. We enjoyed each other's
company. We shared jokes, we explored the hotel's
lobby and had fun. Essentially, we forgot—we forgot
she was homeless and that our time together was
limited, until after awhile, we were forced to remember.
After taking her back into the Children's Room to
obtain her much appreciated gift bag and gather what
I found to be her three younger siblings, I was thinking
of a way to part from my friend as easily as I could,
without giving such a dismal meaning to the word
"Good-bye." Surprisingly, she initiated our departure
with a strength I could find no where in myself. Reunited
with her mother, she turned to me and said "Well, I'm
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never ganna see you again but thank you" and she
opened her arms for an embrace I knew would be our
last. I kissed this little girl like she had traveled miles
just to see me but turning away, I realized it was miles
we had to travel to help children like her.
That night with Ana will never be forgotten for she
deepened my awareness of the homeless in LA. I
realized after meeting her that I had underestimated
their invisibility. I had always heard how clothing was
not the crucial issue, that good clothes were in fact, very
easy to come by. Yet seeing Ana and those surrounding
her made me realize first hand the degree to which this
is true. To many of us, Ana and those like her did not
"look" needy,. In fact, they blended in well with the rest
of the public and were difficult to point out as they
occupied spaces outside their designated areas. Ana,
in fact, would unquestionably pass for any normal child
under normal circumstances. They were not as visibly
"out of place" I had initially expected. Whether in or out
of the Broadway Plaza, simply because an area may not
be labeled "homeless" does not mean there aren't any.
Instead, the homeless share "our" space to a greater
degree than most of us are aware of.
Secondly, viewing artwork created by homeless
artists with Ana made me question the purpose of the
audience it was intended for. As the organizers informed
us, the exhibit was meant to reinforce a sense of culture
and identity among the homeless yet, as I see it, if it was
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anyone who needed that kind of exposure it was the
paying audience members at the Shrine. How could a
benefit for the homeless be void of their presence?
Viewing images of "classic" aimlessness via the television
is much like the way we deal with the issue: distancing
ourselves away from its pervasive presence and
misrepresenting its reality through impersonal
mediums. Rather than pumping money into keeping
the homeless disconnected from society, we have to
realize how we can no longer afford to assume that other
people's problems are not our own.
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Christmas in. November
by 'Tom 9vGzntey
A woman in a waitress uniform, her dark hair
bobbed short, her mini skirt groping her wide hips,
kneels beside the tree, a nine-footer probably grown,
nurtured, and cut up the coast in Oregon and trucked
down over Thanksgiving weekend just in time for the
Holiday Season. Spread around her knees are boxes of
neatly packed ornaments like those scattered red or
silver balls already hung on the tree, already reflecting
the string of blinking white lights. Not even a week has
passed since countless turkey carcasses were stripped,
ribs in the air, bones picked clean and the vultures still
sitting around the table saying things like, "I can't
believe howjuicyyour turkeywas," and, "Does anybody
know the score?" The dark haired woman rises to her
feet, clutching a box that says on one side NOEL in red
letters and on another HOLLY in green. She drops the
lid and starts to hang the red globes at random, but
soon, a pattern starts to emerge. She is more anal than
she knows.
Four boxes later, the pattern is lost beneath layers
of repetition, and as in her life, the illusion of randomness
is restored. The lights flash in groups at a time, lighting
little more than themselves, and the woman ponders a
box of traditional red/white spiraled candy canes, each
one individually shrink wrapped. She pulls one free of
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the box and taps it gently against her chin, reaches out
and hangs it on the tree, trying not to crowd the
branches overmuch, a modicum of taste at sea in a
bewildering array of the gaudy and the obscene.
A song breaks out of the jukebox and springs her
from her concentration, the candy cane in her hand
forgottenwhere a moment before, nothing else mattered.
She cocks her head, listens to the song, and looks at the
jukebox, its vaudevillian lights gently throbbing, swirling
like a rainbow lava lamp. The intentional decadence of
the shrouded tree beside it struggles for but comes up
well short of the jukebox's vulgarity. The tree seems
almost subdued. If the dark haired woman is trying to
direct attention away from the jukebox, she is failing.
A man standing at the cash register coughs politely,
then again, louder, then, when the woman still ponders
the song, he turns to look at her and says, "Pardon,
miss, but I'd like to pay my bill now." Her eyes widen,
and she turns and smiles at the man. "I'm sorry. This
song always reminds me of," she pauses, her head
cocks again, "of someone."
The man taps the bill on the counter and drops a
crinkled flyer on top of it. The woman takes the bill,
makes change, and smiles at him again, a plastic smile
that probably came in a box that said NOEL on one side
in red and HOLLY on another side in green. "Thanks,"
she says. And then, "Merry Christmas." The man's
eyebrow rises speculatively. "I'm Jewish," he lies; the
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twinkle in his eye is lost on the woman. "I don't believe
Jesus was the messiah." Somehow, the smile on the
woman's face doesn't sag. The man smiles back at her,
a full smile, an amused smile, and he drops a dollar on
the counter and turns to walk away.
"Happy Holidays!" says the dark haired woman to
the man's back.
He pauses, hand on the door, and turns back to look
at her and says, "And you can bet Mary wasn't a virgin,
either." He tips his hat. The bells tied to the doorjingle
merrily as the man pushes the door open and brushes
against the cluster of bells. The woman pockets the
dollar and once more fetches the individually shrink
wrapped candy cane and, once more staring at the tree,
head cocked to the song, resumes tapping it on her still
smiling lips.
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Sunday Drive
by Adam Webster
I met a girl a while back; I talked with her for about
an hour and, although I can't be sure, I swear that girl
never blinked. Not even once. She had lovely periwinkle
blue eyes which drew me in right away and held me for
the hour-long talk. So, I'm pretty sure she never
blinked. Never. I mean, it isn't any big deal, but not to
have blinked ... at all. No movement of the eyes,
eyebrows, forehead or head, just her lips: soft, luxurious,
full and red. Oh were they red! And her eyes sparkled,
like they wanted to move - as if they were on the verge
of dancing and jittering; as if they yearned to come
alive, but couldn't. But, her beauty allowed me to see
past that peculiarity and make a further engagement
with her for the next week. I would pay close attention
to her eyes to be sure that time. I don't even know why
it mattered; but you know how these things just start
and you wonder until you become determined to find
out.

"Queen" was blaring on the stereo in my '72 soft top
Superbeetle. It was no factory jobby, I didn't have the
time or money for that. No, my friend Bill, his dad's a
mechanic. We just drove to the shop one Saturday,
when it was closed, and the three of us customized the
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damn thing to fit. I have to park in the garage when it
rains, but all in all, I think it was worth it. Cheap as hell,
compared to what them whitecollars want for ajob like
that. Factory my ass, I'll get blue collar greasemonkeys
any day. Pride in the American Way. I haven't a clue
what the American Way is, but my dad says he fought
for it in 'Nam, so I should appreciate it. So, I do.
Whatever that is.
My friends say I look like a surfer with my blond do
and all, but I don't think so. Hell, I'm white as a ghost
and have nowhere near the square jaw required for cool
beach appearance. Not that it matters or I care or
anything, just that they say I look like a surfer and I
don't. I do like the beach, but I only surfed once, and
for good reason. The waves, see, I don't think they like
me, and I sure as hell don't like them. The board kept
coming back, hitting me on the back of my head and I
kept thinking, "How the hell do people get all the way
out there?" My friends told me to dive under the waves,
so I tried. No such luck. My arms grew tired, so I called
it quits. No sense in doin' something you don't care
about. I mean, I rode one of the waves for a good fifty feet
and that was good enough for me. Granted, I was only
on my knees, but for me, that's about all the fun I can
handle at four in the morning.

When I arrived at her house, it appeared large and
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majestic, much more extravagant than I had imagined.
Iwas hit with a wave of apprehension as I pulled into the
driveway. I should park in the road instead of the
driveway, I thought. If I was in the house for a long time,
and her parents needed to leave, I would have blocked
them in. But I had already turned the ignition off and it
would have looked too peculiar to repark now. I took a
deep breath and got out of the car and looked up at the
looming house. I noticed what must be her parents
peeking through the curtains in the large bay window
of the living room. I acknowledged them with a slight
smile, which I know must have seemed forced, at which
point they disappeared from view. I climbed the porch
steps, rang the bell and hid the flowers behind my back.
I took another deep breath. There was no answer. I rang
the bell again. A moment later, I heard footsteps slowly
coming down the stairs and the door was unbolted and
cracked, and her mother peered out through the
darkness. All I saw were two saddened eyes and a weak
voice muttered, "What do you want?" halfway through
which, her droopy eyes blinked.

Anyway, I'm cruisin' the 405 on the way to the
beach, take the off ramp to go to my friend's house and
all of a sudden the bitch runs out in front of me. I'm
fuckin' cruising along and this chick darts out in front
of my car. What the hell could I do other than hit her?
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Hell, you run around the goddamn streets, you're
asking to get hit. Not that I don't feel bad about it, but
it wasn't my fault. I mean, I stopped my car and went
looking for her to help her and all, but why the hell
should I feel guilty about it. I shouldn't, right?
Well, I couldn't find the body, just a trail of blood
leading off into the shoulder and beyond and a purse a
ways up, nearer my car. I followed the trail of blood, but
it just ended in the middle of the field. I went back to my
car and rummaged through the purse. There wasn't
any money, so I kept the license and mailed the rest to
the address on the license because I thought ... Well, I
don't know what I thought, itjust seemed like something
I should do. Especially since I didn't call the police, I
didn't need the trouble. It wasn't my fault, but they
don't know that. What else could I do when she runs out
in front of me? They'da thought of something I coulda
done. There probably was something I coulda done.
Sometimes I wonder if she's still in that field, or
wherever it was she ended up.

After about ten seconds of us just staring at each
other, me stammering to introduce myself in the midst
of her blank, questioning stare, the girl's father came to
the door and asked what I wanted. I finally got out my
name.
"Uh, hello, sir. My name's Alexander, I had a date
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with your daughter for this evening," I said, sticking out
my hand. "If that's all right with you," I added, trying
to muster some cordiality.
"No, I'm, I'm afraid that's not going to be possible,"
he said, at which point the mom began to weep.
"Is something wrong?" I felt foolish for asking, but
asking what was wrong seemed too nosy and ignoring
the obvious seemed rude. There was an awkward
silence and then I was invited in. I accepted the offer and
all the details they knew about the accident were
relayed.
Judging from the condition in which they found her
body, it was a hit and run car accident. They had
received her purse in the mail the same day the police
called and asked them to identify her body. A feeling of
emptiness overcame me as I sat and watched the couple
just sit and stare into nothingness. I wanted to ask
more, but somehow I knew it wouldn't be right. They
were already too full of unanswered questions.

I look at that license every so often and unlike every
other license I've seen, the picture does her justice. I'll
never forget that look of not quite terror and not quite
comprehension. Just wide, blank, blue eyes that stared
at me. And she never flinched; she just crumpled and
buckled inward when I hit her. Sorta the same feeling
I get when I see her twisted mask of confusion in my
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head over and over again. And I just can't shake her,
you know? Ijust see her over and over and goddman it;
it wasn't my fault. The bitch ran out in front of me. I
couldn't do anything. Why the hell am I being punished
by these damn visions?

Sometimes I feed the pigeons in the park on
Saturdays; I just sit alone on the faded, green benches
in my overcoat and scarf and toss the seeds to the
ground and the birds scurry around pecking at them on
the asphalt. And as they look up at me my mind
wanders back to the girl I never even knew and as sick
as it is, I wonder, when she got hit, if she blinked.
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fPoems: 5ennifer Scrnc1ez-Satazar
Sliee(ess Summer
Like girlish Huck Finns we spent that summer,
Shoeless and careless.
When going the long journey to your house or mine
(you lived a half-block away)
We had to dance across the wide street.
Our feet were tender to the sharp pebbles and rough
terrain,
And we always got burned.
Our faces cringed and our toes revolted
As the black asphalt grilled the feet that never
learned.
We tried to stay on the white painted line
But two never could walk side by side without losing
their balance,
Even master tightrope walkers like you and I.
Our faces were red,
Hot and tight,
For the sun had slapped us when we weren't looking;
We smiled, despite the stretching of our dry cheeks.
Our hair was green and tangled like the seaweed you
find at low tide;
Our eyes were pink and peppery.
We had swum so long in the pool that day
That most of what we should have been able to see
was lost
In a chlorine-washed haze.
We were swimming-pool debutantes,
Traipsing down the sidewalk (trying not to look too
pained)
As though the sky and the wind, and especially the
sun,
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Belonged exclusively to us.
And didn't they, then?
We were queens in our soggy T-shirts,
Wet wrinkled beach towels, and swimming suits.
These were our regal robes, and they served us well.
We lived in those sleek, shiny,
Clinging suits like second skins.
They reeked with the cool, pungent odor of chlorine;
They were saturated with captured sunshine.
If we swam late at night (the pool transformed
into an eerie wild lagoon,
the wavering lights the green glowing heartbeat
of a jungle's night-creature)
We'd fall asleep in our clammy suits,
Cool and damp for one night among a million of
terrible heat,
When even if we slept under just one sheet,
We still sweltered.
And the next day, the first thing that called us
Was the rippling, sparkling blue
That quenched the heat of the long dreamless night.
What a wonderfully disheveled mess we made
Of our lives that shoeless summer.
We hadn't yet learned the virtue
Of trapping our toes in pairs of shoes.
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The Current Cinema
I.
The old Mr. Coffee chucked and gurgled on the
chipped counter.
The coffee was strong this morning, strong and tepid.
Bill kissed his wife good morning with precocious
weariness like the smell of the dog's
bathwater.
II.
Inconvenient facts stared up at Maurine from the
doorstep welcome mat.
She thought of the dramatic opening pages of the
phone book,
The unpredictable plot of the yellow pages:
Strange that divorce lawyers and pet groomers
should appear on the same leaf.
Stranger still that Qwik Divorce Services and Aqua
Poodle (The Poodle People) should both be
conveniently located across Rosemead.
Maurine chewed on a cigarette and burned a piece of
toast.
She had her day's work cut out for her.
III.
Bill knew that Maurine felt something a touch
unsavory
When he walked in at six with flowers and drugstore
wine.
He was fumbling and painfully decorous
But the smell of a thousand secretaries clung to his
clothes,
And Maurine only sighed.
'V.
For a while she had been almost thrilled to have
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A source of juicy, lurid entertainment.
But it wasn't worth listening to anymore:
The pontification on love, death, inscrutable God;
It was still the same screwball-comedy whodunit
With all the usual suspects
And Maurine was bored.
V.
Nostalgia served a moment longer
And then, taking with her only Fifi's leash and claim
check, and her
Framed, autographed glossy of Alan Alda,
Maurine abandoned the old formula.
She faltered once at the door, and then went on:
She'd come back for her hot curlers later.

5/Me trndSeek
While the kitchen clock steals seconds
I steal a glance at my Daughter.
She stands before me in a black dress,
Tall and willowy,
A Woman.
Her eyes are bold, intelligent, unafraid;
Her body is mature and ripe.
Her mind is her own; her future is her mind.
In her half-familiar eyes, I see
Understanding, sympathy for me,
An old man whose inventions have left home,
Have made lives of their own.
She lets me weep, and she weeps with me,
Never-minding her mascara, nor fretting
About her date, due any minute.
She calls me Daddy and tries to kiss it better.
I remember afternoon games of hide-and-seek,
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Played in littered living rooms, the couches too low
To hide under, the curtains too obvious.
Ingenious, ingenuous, she,
Four and precocious, challenged reality and
perception:
She curled into a ball, her first and favorite posture:
"Poto-al-aire," I'd describe it years later,
Her playful, padded bottom innocent in the air.
Head tucked to chin and eyes clenched tight,
She made herself invisible to herself in the middle of
the floor,
Panicked into a last resort as the count ran out:
"If I can't see Daddy, he can't see me," her babyish
thoughts must have run.
"Where are y0000u?" I sang my part,
Pretending not to hear the giggles that shook
Her little, plump, ticklish body.
I wanted to let her believe in her invisibility for as
long as she safely could.
Sad, the day the other children spoiled her favorite
game.
I stand round-shouldered before her now, wellpleased
That she has missed me all these growing years,
Even as I hid from the changes in her,
Hiding my eyes behind panicked, balled fists.
Somehow, luckily, she never saw
My fear in the middle of the room.
"I guess children just don't realize," I decide.
I lift my eyes and look at her long.
When exactly, I wonder, did she put on
Her present adulthood, self-conscious and beautiful?
She is looking at me with concern.
"How long has she been looking at me that way?"
I feel a gentle tap on my shoulder:
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All
She
But
The

bets are off. I am caught.
has played With me so well for so many years,
the long count is out:
last hiding places are all discovered.

I sigh to think our most familiar game is past
And we open our eyes to each other at last.
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Retulin-g as L7vlthning: The Narrations
of 'The Sound and-the Fury and
Ylbsaiom, 9tbsatom!

by AtexStein
William Faulkner employs a distinctive style of
narration in many of his works. In novels like The
Sound and the Fury and Absalom Absalom!, Faulkner
uses many different narrators that present their views
on past events similar in nature that have affected
them. In each of these novels, there are four different
narrators who each have very different feelings about
the issues and events they are describing. The Sound
and the Fury presents us with the narrators Benjy
Compson, Quentin Compson, Jason Compson, and
with a third person narration which focuses on the
character of Dilsey. All four narrations deal with events
surrounding the only Compson daughter, Caddy. Each
of the four narrations is quite distinct from the others.
Benjy, the idiot brother, gives the reader a very reliable
account of events in the Compson family because he
cannot distinguish between past and present. Since
the past and the present are the same for him, he sees
past events as if they were happening right before his
eyes. But because of his idiocy, Benjy does not really
understand what is going on around him, so his narration
is very difficult to follow. The next section in the novel,
Quentin's monologue, is within the mind of a conscious
-147-

person who has a very definite value system, but is also
quite incoherent because of his focus on his obsessions
with his sister and with the concept of time. Jason gives
a very coherent monologue, but his is clouded by his
selfish values, and lack of insight. The final third
person narration lets us see things from the outside for
the first time, and attempts to make a connection
between the interior world of the first three monologues
with the exterior world.
What is the reason for these very subjective
narrations in two of Faulkner's major works, and what
effect do they have on the reader? If we look at some
of the essays written by Hans-Robert Jauss and Wolfgang
Iser, we see that they have very definite ideas about
where meaning lies in literature which could help us
answer this question. Jauss says that no fact can ever
speak for itself, and that an objective picture of the past
is impossible. (Latimer, p. 405) Iser says that literary
texts "do not correspond to any objective reality outside
themselves." (Latimer, p. 436) A fact is always told by
a person who has a subjective view of things. Whenever
past events are presented as a narrative, there is always
lying, whether it is intentional or not. What Jauss
means by lying, is that it is impossible to ever tell the
'truth', because the 'truth' does not exist except within
personal contexts. So maybe Faulkner is attempting to
point out the utter subjectivity of human experience by
showing that it is impossible to ever know the 'truth'.
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Jauss says, the "same event can always be interpreted
differently from 'the point of view of the new fact' or from
the later standpoint of the observer." (Latimer, p. 403)
In much of Faulkner's work, we see narrators seeing
past events in a different light because of the new
context that they are in. Jauss says historical context
is what gives a text meaning. Donald M. Kartiganer says
that Faulkner "tells stories, then he tells them again.
Within each of the novels he creates a series of voices
that report, interpret, or perform a single event, circling
it, like ripples in a pool surrounding the no longer
visible stones of their occasion." (Fowler, p. 22) This
idea of telling the same story from different points of
view is quite similar to Rashomort, a film by Japanese
film director Akira Kurasawa.
In this film four different characters interpret a rape
and murder in four different ways. The woman raped,
the murderer, a passing by thief, and even the murdered
man (much in the same way Addie Bundren is allowed
to give a monologue after she is dead in As hay Dying)
are allowed to give their own versions of the story. Of
course the ways each of them relates the events are
completely different from the others, and the viewer is
left to guess at what 'really' happened, although the
viewer's interpretation is subjective as well. What
Kurasawa makes the viewer reali7e, is that it is impossible
to know what 'really' happened. This realization is like
the reader's realization in Faulkner when he sees four
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different narrations, which all say something different.
Iser says that good art will never give us what we
want, but will set up certain expectations in the reader,
then violate them. If art did not do this, the reader
would be bored. Therefore, a good work of art is one
which has gaps which the reader has to creatively fill in
himself. What is meaningful then in a text is the way a
reader responds to these gaps, as Iser says in his essay
on the reading process, "In considering a literary work,
one must take into account not only the actual text, but
also, and in equal measure, the actions involved in
responding to that text . . . the literary work has two
poles, which we might call the artistic and the esthetic:
the artistic refers to the text created by the author, and
the esthetic to the realization accomplished by the
reader." (Latimer, p. 434)
In both The Sound and the Fury, and Absa1or
Absalom!, supposed 'facts' are presented very
subjectively by the different narrations. Both works
also leave huge gaps which the reader must fill in as he
reads the novel. These gaps are what Iser says,
set the work in motion, [which] results
ultimately in the awakening of responses
within [the reader] himself. Thus, reading
causes the literary work to unfold its
inherently dynamic character. . . If the
reader were given the whole story, and
there was nothing left for him to do, then
his imagination would never enter the
field, and the result would be boredom
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which inevitably arises when everything
is laid out cut and dried before us. A
literary text must therefore be conceived
in such a way that it will engage the
reader's imagination in the task of working
things out for himself, for reading is only
a pleasure when it is active and creative.
(Latimer, p. 435)
Both novels fit very well into Jauss's and Iser's views
about art and literature, and a second reading of either
novel will have a different effect on the reader from the
first. Iser explains this by saying, "when we have
finished the text, and read it again, clearly our extra
knowledge will result in a different time sequence; we
shall tend to establish connections by referring to our
awareness of what is to come, and so certain aspects of
the text will assume a significance we did not attach to
them on a first reading, while others will recede into the
background." (Latimer, 44 1) So Faulkner gives us texts
which both point out the subjectivity of human
recollection, and challenge the reader to read creatively.
Iser calls Faulkner's The Sound and the Fury
"probably the most important modem experiment in
the use of narrative techniques to give form to individual
structures of consciousness." (Iser p. 136) This modem
experiment of narrative techniques is what gives the
novel much of its enigmatic qualities, which leads
Michael H. Cowan to say "One of the most fascinating
and frustrating aspects of The Sound and the Fury, in
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fact, is its ultimate ambiguity. Like much of the greatest
modern literature, it is a novel of implication rather
than explanation, of concrete dramatization rather
than abstract analysis." (Cowan p. 8) Thus Cowan is
labeling The Sound and the Fury as more of an
impressionist work rather than a straightforward,
concrete realist prose work which solely tries to explain
things. If the novel is impressionist, then relations
could be made between it and other poetic forms of art.
Maurice Coindreau, a translator of Faulkner's work
into French, has compared the novel to a musical
composition because there are multiple themes
throughout it which start out, vanish, reappear, and
disappear again. He labels the novels four sections as
movements: Benjy's section-Moderato; Quentin's
section- Adagio; Jason's section- Allegro; final sectionAndante religioso, Allegro furioso, Allegro barbaro, y
Lento.(Cowan p. 31) Faulkner when talking about the
process involved in writing The Sound and the Fury
said,
It began with the picture of the little girl's
muddy drawers, climbing that tree to look
in the parlor window with her brothers
that didn't have the courage to climb the
tree waiting to see what she saw. And I
tried to tell it with one brother and that
wasn't enough. That was Section One. I
tried with another brother, and that wasn't
enough. That was Section Two. I tried the
third brother, because Caddy was still too
beautiful and too moving to reduce her to
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telling what was going on, that it would be
more passionate to see her through some
body else's eyes, I thought. And that
failed and I tried myself— the fourth
section— to tell what happened, and I
still failed. (Gwynn p. 1)
Faulkner is saying that he could never fully tell the true
story of Caddy, because whichever way he tried to tell
it, whether through her brothers or through himself,
the account would always be subjective and ambiguous,
and that even though Faulkner may be considered
"God" in the world he has created, it is still imposssible
for any of his characters to ever get at the 'truth'. Even
if Caddy told her story, it is still difficult to call it the
truth. But this would still be an interpretation of Caddy
by Faulkner. Even if the real Caddy, (if she really
e)dsted) were able to tell her story, it would not be the
entire Caddy story, because part of what defines her is
what other characters think of her.
Much of the ambiguity that is present in The Sound
and the Fury is a result of the out of sequence
chronology of the novel. The different accounts in the
novel are all precisely dated, but they are not given in
chronological order, so immediately the reader is forced
to jump around in time, creating a background to each
individual narration. Because of this structure in the
text, the reader is required to be a creative one, in order
to fill in the gaps created by the lack of chronology. The
novel begins with Benjy presenting an idiot's perception
of the world. Since the reader only sees the world
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through Benjy's eyes, his attention is drawn to the way
that Benjy's consciousness works. Benjy gives a very
honest account of the world around him, bcause he
does not even have the ability to judge people. Events
and conversations are expressed precisely. Benjy speaks
in simple sentences using simple diction. He does not
use similes, metaphors, or any other type of figurative
language. Statements like "Caddy smelled like trees,"
however, do acquire larger meaning for the reader. But
there is a lack of coherence between sentences, and no
overall meaning can be inferred by putting them together.
These undeveloped indications produce
the impression that a 'plot' is in the process
of being formed but is constantly being
broken up. This impression is essentially
the reader's own contribution, for Benjy
himself offers up the fragments of his
monologue as if they were part of a selfevident process. Indeed it is his very
passiveness in this respect that activates
the reader, for the latter wants to
understand why the thirty years of life
that Benjy is surveying should dissolve in
this way the moment he perceives them.
(Iser, p. 138)
By italicizing certain passages of the monologue,
Faulkner shows the reader differences in time which
would otherwise not be apparent because of Benjy's
lack of ability to differentiate between past and present
happenings. Faulkner had originally wanted to use
different colored inks as a method to indicate to the
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reader that Benjy had no sense of time, but it cost too
much for the publishers to do it. (Gwynn, p. 94) It might
also have the effect of disengaging the reader from the
process in which Benjy's mind works. The italics show
just how jumbled Benjy's mind is, reverting back to
thirteen different scenes from thirteen different time
periods broken up into over one-hundred fragments.
Faulkner himself in describing Benjy said, "He cannot
distinguish between what was last year and what will be
tomorrow, he doesn't know whether he dreamed it or
saw it." (Cowan, p. 15)
Some critics have said that the movement of Benjy's
mind is a 'stream of consciousness'. Iser says such a
term is misleading, because it implies a definite direction
in which the past always moves towards the present in
a linear fashion, the way water of a stream moves
always in the same direction. This seems to be a valid
point because Benjy's mind remembers past events by
something triggering them in the present. This can be
seen at the beginning of the novel when Benjy and
Luster see some golfers in the pasture.
Luster came away from the flower
tree and we went along the fence and they
stopped and we stopped and I looked
through the fence while Luster was
hunting in the grass.
'Here Caddie.' He hit. They went
away across the pasture. I held to the
fence and watched them going away.
'Listen at you now.' Luster said.
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'Ain't you something, thirty three years
old, going on that way. (S&F p. 3)
The golfer yelling "Caddie" makes Benjy think of his
sister Caddy, which is the cause of his bellowing, and
the first event in the novel which causes him to think
about her in the past.
According to Iser, the present sets the past in
motion, and it inevitably gives it a different appearance
from before, because it has been aroused by something
which did not exist at the time. Jauss says that the
context during which a person is remembering
something isjust as meaningful as the historical context
of the memory itself. This is why the interior monologue
involves a continual changing of what is remembered.
This can be seen quite clearly in the Quentin section
where past and present meld into one, creating for him
a sort of new reality. But for Benjy, there is no
distinction between past and present, so he does not
have to follow these rules. Iser goes on to state that "no
one facet of his life is shaped or even influenced by any
other." (Iser, p. 139) But this doesn't seem to necessarily
be the case because certain events in the present cause
him to remember other events from the past, as we saw
in the example previously where Benjy remembers
Caddy, because he hears someone yelling "Caddie!"
Here, however, is where the connections end. As
Benjy is recreating past experiences in his own
consciousness, the reader is also forced to attempt to
put together the pieces 1he puzzle which are the

history of the Compson family. Jean Paul Sartre stated
in his study of time in the work of Faulkner, that while
reading the Benjy section, "The reader is tempted to
look for guidemarks and to re-establish chronology for
himself: Jason and Caroline Compson have had three
sons and a daughter. The daughter, Caddy, has given
herself to Dalton Ames and become pregnant by him.
Forced to get hold of a husband quickly. . . Here the
reader stops, for he realizes he is telling another story.
Faulkner did not first conceive this orderly plot so as to
shuffle it afterwards like a pack of cards; he could not
tell it any other way." (Sartre p. 84) So the reader is
recreating within his own consciousness the same way
Benjy recreates within his warped consciousness. The
difference is that the reader will normally be a coherent
person who wishes to structure things in some kind of
order, usually chronological.
Benjy is not concerned with chronology at all. There
is always a desire in the reader to try and figure out how
things fit together in a story, in order to gain a privileged
overall view of a novel. Benjy's section deprives the
reader of this overall view. He is forced to activate his
conscious mind to compensate for Benjy's lack of
consciousness. The result is that the reader experiences
not only Benjy's perspective from the inside, but also
from the outside as he tries to understand Benjy. So in
a way, a reader is creating another version of the
Compson family to go along with the four already
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included in the novel. Ifwe look at the novel at this point
through Iser's eyes, we could say that Faulkner is giving
us the expectation that an active conscious mind in the
next section will provide us with all the missing links.
Of course, this expectation will be violated to keep the
reader reading creatively and attempting to fill in gaps.
This supports Iser's views on gaps. "Indeed, it is only
through inevitable omissions that a story gains its
dynamism. Thus whenever the flow is interrupted and
we are led off in unexpected directions, the opportunity
is given to us to bring into play our own faculty for
establishing connections—for filling in the gaps left by
the text itself." (Latimer, p. 440)
The next monologue presents the reader with
Quentin, the only character in the novel who actually
does have a highly developed, active consciousness.
But this active consciousness does not mean that our
expectations will be fulfilled. In fact, the opposite
occurs. Because Quentin's conscious subjectivity
cannot be objective in anyway, the tension that started
for the reader in Benjy's section only grows in this
section. Quentin is concerned with the interdependence
of time and subjectivity. When he wakes up at the
beginning of his monologue on the morning of June 2,
1910, and looks at his watch, he remembers what his
father said to him when he gave him the watch.
It was Grandfather's and when Father
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gave it to me he said, Quentin, I give you
the mausoleum of all hope and desire; it's
rather excruciatingly apt that you will use
it to gain the reducto absurdum of all
human experience which can fit your
individual needs no better than it fitted
his or his father's. I give it to you not that
you may remember time, but that you
might forget it now and then for a moment
and not spend all your breath trying to
conquer it. Because no battle is ever won
he said. They are not even fought. The
field only reveals to man his own folly and
despair, and victory is an illusion of
philosophers and fools. (S&Fp. 76)
Time here is seen from many different points of view. It
is independent from human events and intentions,
which is why Quentin's father says "Christ was not
crucified: he was worn away by a minute clicking of little
wheels." (S&F p. 77) Time is indifferent to life. So
Quentin's observations on time are similar to Sartre's,
who says, "Man's misfortune lies in his being timebound. . .a man is the sum of his misfortunes. One day
you'd think misfortune would get tired, but then time is
your misfortune." (Sartre p.85)
For Quentin, present happenings trigger past events
in his mind, which appear fragmentary because they
are not remembered as they were, but as they are now
under the influence and in the context of the present.
A new element is added to the past which did not exist
at the time it occurred. "Time is only conceivable in
terms of the present working on the past; it is a process
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of continual, almost kaleidoscopic change, with an
unending series of pasts taking shape through each
individual present. Whenever something is remembered,
it changes according to the circumstances under which
it is remembered, but the resultant change in the past
becomes a past itselfwhich, in turn, can be remembered
and changed again." (Iser, p. 144) This changing of the
view of the past illustrated in Quentin is different from
the way Benjy remembers, because for Benjy, the past
and the present are the same. Donald M. Kartiganer
points out that "repetition is our disease, our compulsion
to reenact endlessly old, forgotten desires, and our
cure, compulsion redeemed into dialogue, in which we
revise the past, retrieving new possibilities from
determinate origins." (Fowler, p. 21) So Quentin's
consciousness is constantly in the process of remaking
its past, and empowering it with new significance. This
brings to mind the character of Reverend Hightower
from another Faulkner novel, Light iriAugust. Hightower
is obsessed with an event which happened before he
was even born, when his forefathers rode into occupied
Jefferson during the Civil War.
Something else present in Quentin's monologue is
the fact that the past and the present can never be
completely connected. Because of this, Quentin's
identity is never capable of completion.
Sometimes I could put myself to sleep
saying that over and over until after the
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honeysuckle got all mixed up in it the
whole thing came to symbolize night and
unrest I seemed to be lying neither asleep
nor awake looking down a long corridor of
gray half-light where all stable things had
become shadowy paradoxical all I had
done shadows all I had felt suffered taking
visible form antic and perverse mocking
without relevance inherent themselves
with the denial of the significance they
should have affirmed thinking I was not
who was not was not who." (S&Fp. 170)
It has become apparent that Quentin is incapable of
surveying who he really is, because his self cannot
comprehend itself as the synthesis of its manifestations.
Quentin has brought his own ideas onto the smell of
honeysuckle. It is Quentin who has created the
connection of honeysuckle with animality and sex, and
it is he who makes it a symbol of the unforgivable sin,
much in the same way he makes connections between
decay and wistaria in Absalom, Absalom! But his life
is also dissovling into shadows of not meaning, and he
is even losing his own identity.
As Quentin is walking through Boston on the last
day of his life, he is followed by a little Italian girl. He
tries to take her home, but he doesn't know where she
lives, and the girl is unwilling or unable to help him at
all. Quentin's desire to help the girl awakens in his
mind memories of how he used to worry about his sister
Caddy. Quentin wanted to win the love of Caddy, but
in the present he wants to get rid of the child. "These
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two contrasting desires change the direction of the past
and shed new light on the present. The dumb persistence
of the child and the painful relationship with the sister
run into one another, creating a new situation, of which
the past and present situations become mere shadows."
(Iser, p. 147) All the present contains for Quentin is
shadows of the past mixed with shadows of what is
going on with the little girl. The shadows meld to form
a sort of unreality. J. Hillis Miller points out that
"versions of past events are only the 'constructive,
fictive, falsifying aspect' of an affective memory. . . a
vast intricate network of lies, the memory of a world that
never was." (Fowler p. 26) Thus both the present and
the past have become lies for Quentin. This is similar
to Jauss's views on art and history, that all facts are lies.
When arrested by the police and accused of pedophilia,
Quentin can only react with wild laughter, because he
can only regard as absurd the reduction of his muddle
of shadowy thoughts to a single motive.
Another instance when the past and present meld
together for Quentin is when he gets in a fight with
Gerald Bland. While fighting Gerald he imagines him to
be a rival of his sister's love the way Dalton Ames was.
He is taken over by motivations of the past which cause
him to behave absurdly in the present. Quentin sees
himself on the bridge again when he confronted Dalton
Ames. Past and present meld into one and become
interchangeable. After the fight is over, Shreve relates
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how Bland beat up Quentin. He relates the scene
because it has become another story. But while the
fight was happening in the present, it was a hidden
incident, covered by the veil of Quentin's consciousness.
So Quentin's monologue does not fulfill the reader's
expectation which he had after Benjy's section, that an
active consciousness could help put things together.
Quentin's section only serves to point out the ambiguity
of the self, because of its temporality. The reader is then
a subjective person reading a subjective monologue,
thus making the narrative even more ambiguous.

So exactly when comprehension seems out of the
question, Faulkner presents us with Jason Compson,
the most coherent Compson to date, which is not saying
much. Faulkner, in his appendix to the novel written
in 1945 calls him "The first sane Compson since before
Culloden and (a childless bachelor) hence the last.
Logical, rational, contained. . ." (Cowley p. 716) The
greater clarity of Jason's section does not give us more
insight into the events occurring in the novel. In fact,
the very coherence of his monologue strongly contrasts
with the rich world presented by Quentin and Benjy. He
lacks the capacity to reflect on things as Quentin is able
to. He repeats himself rather than explaining himself,
as if repetition will make his ideas right. For Jason the
world remains identical to his conceptions of it, which
is a very subjective view. "He is blind to himself,
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because through his inability to achieve any critical
detachment from himself he is unable to recognize
himself in the mirror of his own judgments: he hates
frauds, and is himself one; he cheats his niece because
of her immoral conduct and behaves with equal
immorality; the great schism between his judgment of
others and his judgment of himself shows just how
illusory his conduct is." (Cowan, p. 22) Jason's attempts
to bring his surroundings totally into line with himself
compel him to try to control them; in doing so, he
himself causes their uncontrollability.
By fixing the structure while leaving the central
situation ambiguous, Faulkner is forcing the reader to
reconstruct the story and to apprehend its significance
for himself. Each of the first three sections of the novel
present a version of the same events which are at once
the truth, and are at the same time a complete distortion
of the truth. For Benjy, Caddy is the smell of trees. For
Quentin she is honor. For Jason she is money, or at
least a way of obtaining money. The things that each of
the characters value distort the way they tell the story
of Caddy. Olga W. Vickery says, "It would appear, then,
that the theme of The Sound and the Fury, as revealed
by the structure, is the relation between the act and
man's apprehension of the act, between the event and
the interpretation. . .each man creates his own truth."
(Cowan p. 42) Both Jauss and Iser would agree with the
statement that all interpretations of events are
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subjective.

In the fourth section of the novel we see the Compsons
the way an unimplicated observer would see them. For
the first time we see that Benjy has blue eyes, and that
Mrs. Compson wears black dressing gowns. Also for
the first time, Caddy is no longer at the center of
attention. This section places a more historical context
on the events of the Compson family and presents a
stark contrast to the previous three sections, but it is
really just another subjective point of view, that is no
more 'real' than the other sections, for here it is an
unidentified voice which is deciding what is important
to point out to the reader. It doesn't make a difference
whether it is third person or first person. Jauss pointed
out that history books are as subjective as poems.
There is no such thing as 'objective facts'. "Diffuse
events are only understood and combined through the
interpretation of them as a coherent process, as a
complex of cause and effect, of aim and fulfillment, in
short as a fact, and that these same events can also be
interpreted differently from 'the point of view of the new
fact' or from the later standpoint of the observer."
(Latimer p. 403) Thus, all four sections of The Sound
and the Fury are equally lacking in objectivity, though
the fourth section is presented as a more historical text.
Sartre, in his study of The Sound and the Fury further
substantiates this view when he asks, "And if a historian
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wishes to explain the past, must he not first seek out its
future?" (Sartre, p. 92) For Sartre the cause of the
ambiguity and subjectivity in the different narratives is
the fact that each narrator is placing his own ideas
about the future onto their interpretations of the past.
Since everyone's thoughts about the future are different,
there can be no such thing as a objective narration.
Why has Faulkner saved this more traditional
narration for the end of the novel, instead of putting it
at the beginning? Perhaps Faulkner did not want to let
the reader in on too much so quickly. Dilsey's narration
would have less impact without the sound and the fury
that came before it. Also, by putting this narrative at
the end, Faulkner could be pointing out how subjective
even a traditional narrative. Jauss's and Sartre's idea
that a historian can never be objective can be applied
quite easily to Absalom, Absalom! as well.
Absalom, Absalom! also presents four different
points of view focusing on a single person, this being
Thomas Sutpen. Unlike The Sound and the Fury
though, Absalom, Absalom's narratives are not as
clearly delineated. Instead of being divided into four
separate sections, the narratives of Absalom, Absalom!
go back and forth between characters. At one point it
is unclear whether Quentin or Shreve is telling the
story. Most likely they are both narrating at the same
time. Also, the narrations of Absalom, Absalom! are not
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interior monologues the way they are in The Sound and
the Fury. Because of this, the reader is not aware of the
thoughts that are going through each character's mind,
and is only able to hear what is vocally spoken by them.
The four narrators ofAbsalom, Absalom! take what
they know about Thomas Sutpen, the old letters, the
shreds of gossip, the few facts, the rumors, and reproduce
a story about Sutpen which they suspect is the real'
one. Rosa Coldfield takes what she knows about the
story of Sutpen and comes to the conclusion that he is
a demon. Mr. Compson tells part of the story and
makes fatalist conclusions about the ability of man to
overcome fate. Quentin Compson reappears and tells
part of the story, but his story is clouded by the
incestuous feelings he has for his sister which he sees
paralleled in the love triangle of Charles Bon, Judith
Sutpen, and Henry Sutpen. Shreve, in attempting to tie
up loose ends of the story, ends up getting so excited
about it that he creates part of the story himself based
on his idea of what a good story should be, and how it
would answer his question to Quentin of "what is the
South?"
The first view of Thomas Sutpen that is given to the
reader is by Rosa Coldfield. She is the only narrator in
the novel to have known Sutpen personally, but her
version of him is highly subjective. Miss Rosa takes a
few simple facts that she knows about Sutpen, and
creates a story that will give her some comfort from the
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pain that she feels has been caused by Sutpen. When
Sutpen insults Rosa by telling her that he'll only marry
her if the child they produce first is a maleand suggests
that they "breed", the only way for Rosa to explain this
is by saying that Sutpen is a demon and a monster. She
does not understand at all Sutpen's drive to create his
perfect 'design'. So, in order to meet her own emotional
needs, Rosa twists the 'facts'. She ignores some things,
and gives other things more importance than they
might actually deserve. This manner of recreating a
story to fulfill one's emotional needs is somethingwhich
Quentin will use later on in the novel.
Mr. Compson's narrative is also skewed by his
personal beliefs. Unlike Rosa Coldfield, he doesn't have
personal bias towards any of the players in the Sutpen
story. But Mr. Compson has very definite views on life
in general. Mr. Compson sees fate as something which
no person can escape from. No matter how much desire
and ability someone has, he can still never escape his
fate. This is basically what Mr. Compson makes of
Sutpen's attempts to fulfill his design and obtain
respectability. Even though Sutpen has the desire and
ability to get what he wants, fate is what decides
whether he gets it or not. According to Mr. Compson,
Sutpen is a doomed man.
Mr. Compson speculates on what Henry found that
disturbed him so much when he accompanied Charles
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Bon to New Orleans. He says, "It would not have been
the mistress, or even the child, nor even the Negro
mistress or even the child because. . . Henry and Judith
had grown up with a Negro half-sister of their own.. . No
it would be the ceremony, a ceremony entered into, to
be sure, with a Negro, yet a ceremony."(AA, p. 1 17) Mr.
Compson believes that Henry objected to the marriage
of Bon and his sister, because Bon was already married
to another woman. This assumption is very far off from
the 'real' reason which Quentin and Shreve discover,
and that is that Henry objects to the marriage because
Bon himself is black. So Mr. Compson's narration is
very subjective as well.

In Absalom, Absalom!, Quentin can be said to be
playing the role of a historian in trying to recreate the
story of Sutpen by sifting through all the different
information given to him and coming up with the 'story'
of Sutpen out of this. In fact, all of the narrators in this
novel are doing the work of historians. They are taking
what they know, or think they know, about Sutpen and
coming to conclusions about him based on that
information. This is very similar to Sartre's feeling that
the future is needed to write the past. Thomas Daniel
Young corraborates this view when he says "he [Quentin]
and Shreve attempt to supply missing details of the
Sutpen legend and to furnish plausible motivations for
some of the improbable actions of the participants in
-169-

the story. . . [the] desire for artistic unity is so great that
Shreve ignores any facts that he considers unnecessary
to his sense of structure, and, as Brooks and others
have pointed out, he creates new ones as he thinks they
are needed." (Harrington, p. 82-3)
Quentin and Shreve, therefore, are the real creators
of the story that the reader is reading. Much in the same
way Iser says, "The unwritten aspects of apparently
trivial scenes and the unspoken dialogue within the
'turns and twists' not only draw the reader into the
action but also lead him to shade in the many outlines
suggested by the given situations, so that these take on
a reality of their own." (Latimer, p. 436), Shreve and
Quentin shade in what they know about Sutpen to
create a 'reality of their own.' If we take this view of
things, then it is hard to say certainly that some of the
conclusions Shreve and Quentin come up with at the
end of the novel are not in fact details that never really
ocurred, but are only brought about by pure speculation
on their part. Some of the missing details that Shreve
and Quentin supply through pure speculation are: that
Sutpen told Henry that Charles was his brother; that
there was a lawyer in New Orleans maneuvering events
so that Charles went to school at the University of
Mississippi in order to meet Henry and through him,
Sutpen; that Henry recieved a letter from the lawyer and
then showed it to Bon; that Bon just wanted a hint of
recognition from his father and nothing else; that Henry
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wrestled with the problem of incest and asked Bon
"must you marry our sister?"; and even the 'fact' that
Sutpen told Henry that Bon's mother was part black.
Young says there really is no clear evidence in the
novel that Charles Bon was part Negro. He says that the
conviction that Shreve and Quentin come up with that
Bon is part black, is based on the belief that if this were
true, it would logically explain why Sutpen rejected his
first wife. A man from the South who wanted to be a
sucessful, aristocratic planter in the 1830's, would
know that a woman having Negro blood would not fit
into his grand 'design'. This is a very reasonable
explanation, but it probablywas created within Quentin's
imagination. If it is a fact, then it is one that only
Quentin knows, and the only time he could have
recieved this information was during his brief
conversation with Henry Sutpen, because his father did
not know this, his grandfather did not know this, and
Rosa Coldfield did not know this. Young insists that
"Quentin's one brief meeting with Henry occurred
under conditions that would have made the passing of
such information impossible." (Harrington, p. 98) Young
does not really base this assumption on any grounds,
however, and the amount of time Quentin spends with
Henry is not clearly specified in the novel. But it is still
interesting to think about this assumption, because a
lot of the story is created within Quentin's mind.
If this is true, then one must ask, why did this
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information come from Quentin's disturbed
imagination? Looking back to The Sound and the Fury,
we can see why Quentin could very easily identify with
Henry Sutpen and Charles Bon. We can look back to
The Sound and the Fury, because Quentin appears to be
a consistent character from the one novel to the other.
When Mr. Compson is relating to Quentin what he
thinks is the precise nature of the relationship between
Judith Sutpen and Charles Bon, he says,"You see?
there they are: this girl . . . who sees a man for an
average of one hour a day for twelve days during his life
and that over a period of a year and a half, yet is bent
on marrying him to the extent of forcing her brother to
the last resort of homicide" (AA, p.79) Mr. Compson
can't understand this relationship the same way that
Quentin cannot understand the relationship between
Caddy and Dalton Ames. "Did you love them?" Quentin
asks her. "When they touched me, I died," she replied.
(S&F,p. 149) Mr. Compson can only give an explanation
to Quentin about Judith and Charles which he himself
will not accept from Quentin. He doesn't believe
Quentin when he tells him that he has had an incestuous
relationship with Caddy, but he says, "It was Henry who
seduced Judith, not Bon." Maybe Mr. Compson is not
speaking literally, but this remark could obviously
spark Quentin to automatically think about his
relationship with Caddy.
Much of what Mr. Compson says about Judith and
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Henry is very similar to remarks he makes to Quentin
in The Sound and the Fury regarding Caddy's loss of
virginity. To Quentin, referring to Caddy, he says: "it
was men invented virginity. . . women are so delicate so
mysterious . . . Delicate equilibrium of periodical filth
between two moons balanced . . . People cannot do
anything very dreadful at all they cannot even remember
tomorrow what seemed dreadful today." (S&Fp. 80) In
Absalom, Absalom!

he says referring to Henry's

relationship with Judith: Henry may have known "that
his fierce provincial's pride in his sister's virginity was
a false quality which must incorporate in itself an
inability to endure in order to be precious, to exist, and
so much depend upon its loss, absence, to have existed
at all. In fact, perhaps this is the pure and perfect
incest: the brother realizing that the sister's virginity
must be destroyed in order to have existed at all, taking
that virginity in the person of the brother-in-law, the
man he would be if he could become, metamorphose
into, the lover, the husband."(AA p. 77)
Since Quentin has problems defining exactly his
feelings towards Caddy, he could very easily be attracted
to the brother seducer Charles Bon. He probably also
sees himself like Henry as the brother avenger, who in
his attempt to confront Dalton Ames, is totally
humiliated. Like Bon, Quentin can easily entertain the
possibility of marrying his own sister, and like Henry,
he can understand killing his own brother in order to
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protect the honor of his beloved sister. If Henry kills
Bon because he is "the nigger that's going to sleep with
[his] sister," the reader can see even more parallels with
Quentin's life in The Sound and the Fury. In the famous
branch scene from that novel, Caddy gets her dress wet
playing in the branch. She says she is going to take her
dress off to let it dry. Quentin warns her not to. Caddy
makes Versh, a black servant, unbutton the dress, and
then she takes it off, leaving her wearing only her
"bodice and drawers." Quentin gets infuriated so much
that he "slapped her and she fell down in the water."
Was the reason for his anger the fact that Caddy had
exposed her body to Versh, a black man?
Shreve, unknowingly, comes very close to expressing
Quentin's deepest concerns when he says that maybe
one day after Bon's Christmas visit to Sutpen's Hundred
Bon merely concluded, "All right I want to go to bed with
a girl who might be my sister." With Shreve's help,
Quentin is trying to sort out precisely how he feels
about his sister, Caddy. When Shreve asks him, "Why
do you hate the South?", Quentin responds with
frustration, "I don't hate it! I don't hate it!" He responds
in this manner because he thinks Shreve has
misinterpreted his story of Sutpen. It is only indirectly
about the South. To a large extent it is about himself.
Young says, "Perhaps his opportunity to create a story
detailing the circumstances underwhich an incestuous
love of brother for sister is at least quasi-acceptable-174-

and at the same time to create his alter ego, a character
powerful enough to punish his sister's would-be
seducer—provides Quentin strength to get through the
last tortuous year of his life." (Harrington, p. 102)
After telling the Sutpen story, Quentin has changed
from being a victim to a tragic creator. Perhaps it is this
act of creating or telling stories that is what helps the
human spirit to survive. Quentin is able to make
meaning of the Sutpen story, but unable to make any
meaning of his own life in The Sound and the Fury. But
by telling the Sutpen story he is in a way also telling his
own story, and attempting to give it meaning. Maybe
this is why he survives for one year after Caddy gets
pregnant. Looking back to all the narrations we have
seen, it becomes evident that all are trying to tell a story
in order to give meaning to their lives. So much in the
same way Jauss and Iser say meaning lies in a reader's
reaction and response to a literary text, meaning for a
narrator lies in their reaction and response to the 'text'
of memories, facts, rumors, and evidence which make
up their lives. It is not a great leap to say that for
anything to mean something to someone, they must
create a story about it, the same way a reader basically
creates a new, personal story when reading a novel.
Faulkner doesn't even allow the reader to feel as if he
is interpreting a narrative in an objective way. He
insists, through the use of a loose narration which
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makes no pretenses of being objective, that the reader
interpret not only their response to the narration but
also the narrative itself. By making the reader attempt
to fill in the gaps of the narrative, Faulkner is forcing the
reader to examine their subjective response while
simultaneously examining the subjective views that the
narrative presents. In this way, the reader never feels
that he has a grasp on any facts. Because of this the
reader's interpretation becomes more convoluted, but
also more encompassing. It is this multi-layeredness
that perplexes the reader and gives Jauss and Iser a
concrete basis for their thoughts. As the reader begins
to interpret the story of Caddy, he is forced to make
connections that are subjectively inserted by him. He
becomes part of the narrative and in so doing, he
reduces himself to the same position of any of the
characters in the books. Unlike the book characters,
however, the reader must then again analyze his
thoughts after he walks away from the story. This
effect, with the characters in the story being once
removed from the event (Caddy's and Sutpen's lives in
this case) and the reader then being twice removed from
the same event (being told about Caddy by the characters)
leaves many gaps for the reader to fill in. It is these gaps
which give the reader the desire to make sense of the
world, and the filling in of these gaps is what gives life
meaning.
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BUS 11-91
by Ryan C. 9Vietsen
As a new bus driver for a group of mentally retarded
students, Iwas determined to make thejob as interesting
as possible for myself. After all, I would be out on the
road for several hours a day with nothing to do, with no
intelligent person to talk to or kid around with. Just a
bus full of "crazies." Oh, they had other names for
them—like "mentally handicapped" people—but I knew
the truth from the beginning.
My first afternoon on the job, I pulled the bus up in
front of the school for the handicapped. As I shut off the
engine I looked apprehensively toward the school door.
"Bus number 10." The voice over the loudspeaker
filtered through the crack in the closed bus door. My
bus, 11-A, would be next. I watched to see what kind
of passengers the vehicle ahead of me would load.
The first one to walk out was a boy, kind of. His
oblong head appeared to be about a size nine, but the
rest of his body was a size five. A girl in a wheelchair
followed closely behind. Her hands were twisted and
she drooled. I watched the special side door on the bus
open and the hydraulic lift lower to the sidewalk in front
of the girl. An aid maneuvered the wheelchair clumsily
onto the lift, pressed the "UP" button and the loading
procedure continued. One by one they kept coming out
of the school, some limping like wounded ducks, others
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simply staring aimlessly, spaced out on their
medications. I had never seen such an array of
unfortunates in my life.
I assumed a casual slump in the driver's seat to hide
my uneasiness. As my first passenger got to the bus, I
reached over and swung open the door. He was a black
kid who looked as if he'd walked straight out of Sunday
School. He sported a purple velvet suit jacket with
polyester slacks just a shade lighter. A shiny black silk
shirt was buttoned to the top, and a silver cross was
strung around his neck. He walked confidently and
stepped onto the bus.
"Hello. My name is James." He spoke with
determined emphasis.
He talks! I thought to myself, surprised at the fact.
"I hope you and me'll be real good friends," he
continued. "I ain't like my brother Bobo, who's always
sleepin' in and gettin' in fights. No, I'm a lover, not a
fighter!" He swaggered to his seat in the middle of the
bus.
A plump white girl with a scarf wrapped tightly
around her head climbed aboard. She stopped next to
me, oblivious to several youngsters trying to crowd in
behind her.
"Afternoon," she said in slow, thickened tones. I'm
Barbara, and I'm 26 years old. Do you know what
happened on The Price Is Right?"
"No, I guess not," I replied, not certain where this
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conversation was going.
"That woman won a refrigerator, a TV and a brandnew car! That was June the 14th, 1974, it was." She
beamed and walked proudly to her seat.
A handsome young man strode swiftly toward us,
swung onto the bus like an old pro, and landed directly
in the seat behind mine.
"Mmm-Hello, I'm Tommy," he said. "We had ammm-dance this afternoon. I danced with all the girls.
I got-mmm-about five girlfriends." He settled his chin
on the handrail that separated us as if to study every
move I'd make.
The last one out of the school was a small boy led by
his teacher. He had huge buggy eyes, and his head
moved back and forth like a bobbing dashboard
ornament. After he boarded, I pulled the bus door shut,
fired up the motor, and started off.
As we bounced away from the school, the picture I
had formed of quiet lonely hours on the road rapidly
changed. The two-way radio I had relished as a last
means of communication with the "real" world had to be
turned up full volume before I could hear it over the
noisy chatter. The youngsters promptly raised their
voices a few decibels and bombarded me with questions.
"You got a wife?" a shout came from the back.
"Yeah, I got a wife," I hollered in return.
"You got a picture of her?" I was harassed into
turning the wallet photo of my wife over to the group.
-180-

"Oh, she's pretty," they echoed.
"I'm gonna marry her!" yet another one piped in.
"You can't marry my wife," I yelled in mock anger.
"My wife's already married." My voice faded into
laughter as I realized what I had just said.
As we drove on, I tried to pick up snatches of their
conversation. I was curious as to what these kind of
people talked about.
"You're goin' where tomorrow?" Tommy questioned
his seat-mate.
"Hawaii, but I'll be back for school on Wednesday."
"Marcus, you can't go to Hawaii tomorrow," scoffed
Tommy.
"And why not?"
"Cause I betcha Hawaii's about, oh, 300 miles
away!" Tommy said uncertainly.
I chuckled, my convictions intact. They were crazy,
I thought. At Marcus' home I bid him "aloha." And the
next time I glanced in my rear-view mirror I wondered
what it was really like in their world.
As the days went by, I found myself becoming
interested in specific individuals. I had discovered that
the youngster with the big eyes was, in fact, blind. Still,
there was a difference in Kenny. He understood what
was going on around him. It was almost as though
some other sense had replaced visual perception. He
always knew whose stop was next and just exactly
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where we were on our bus route. How did he do it?
One day, after hearing him warn the other kids that
"the bridge is just ahead so we better hang on," I could
no longer contain my curiosity. I reached back and
tapped Tommy on the shoulder.
"Tommy, how come Kenny always knows where we
are and whose house is next?"
Tommy, his chin on the handrail, slowly lifted his
head.
"It's simple. He-mmm-hears a kid get on the bus,
then he-mmm-hears that kid talk, then he knowsmmm-who's gettin' on next! He got it all figured out."
"Oh, yeah. It is simple. Thanks." I felt dumb. But
how could a retarded, blind boy figure all that out? I
decided to test him.
"Kenny, would you like to play a game?"
"Yeah! Let's play a game!" he shouted back eagerly.
"OK. You listen to the different sounds I make and
then tell me what they are."
"Oh, me and my daddy play this game at home. It's
a guessing game!"
"OK, are you ready?"
"Ready!"
"What's this?" I flipped the overhead flashers on,
and the ticking sound began.
"The blinkers!" he shouted without hesitation.
"Good, Kenny!" I felt almost as triumphant as he
did.
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"Kenny got that one quick!" Tommy said.
A few of the other kids began to notice what we were
doing.
"Now, how about this sound? Can you tell me what
this is?" I touched the brake pedal lightly a couple of
times. Kenny squirmed in his seat. He began to speak,
and then was silent.
"Try it, Kenny," Tommy pleaded.
"I think..." Long pause.
"Come on, Kenny! You can do it!" Tommy urged.
After several seconds of continuing silence, Kenny
blurted out, "The brakes!" Sighs of relief floated toward
the front of the bus. A cheer came from Marcus, and
Tommy patted Kenny on the head.
"Kenny pretty smart! He pretty smart!" Tommy told
me. But I had one final test.
"Kenny, this is the last one. Now try real hard," I
said. I reached down and turned on the windshield
wipers.
"What is making that noise?" Everyone grew silent
as the wipers swished.
Kenny looked confused. He squirmed and said
nothing.
"Can you tell me what it is?" I questioned him.
The kids began to lean forward and slide to the edge
of their seats. Silence. The tension built as Kenny
remained quiet and unsure.
"Come on, Kenny!" Tommy pleaded. "You know-183-

mmm-what that is!"
"Kenny can tell what it is," Marcus turned and
informed the bus at large. "Just give him a minute."
All the riders now began urging him to listen carefully
to the rhythmic sweep of the wiper blades. The only
other sound was the muffled grind of the engine.
Kenny's mouth opened and then closed without
speaking.
"He's just a little boy," Barbara remarked slowly and
quietly. I felt the love and compassion in her voice.
That did it. Kenny shouted out, 'The windshield
wipers!" Wild cheers and applause broke throughout
the bus. I breathed a deep sigh of relief.
"You did good, Kenny!" Tommy congratulated him.
"I-mmm-knew you could do it!"
"Yeah, nice going, Kenny." I recognized undisguised
pride in my voice.

A couple of months went by, and another day found
Tommy perched behind me as usual.
"Hey, Randy. We sure did have-mmm-fun with
Kenny the day we played-mmm the guessing game, "he
said. "I think we make him feel real good. Make yoummm-feel good, too, didn't it, Randy?"
Just as the significance of those words began to sink
in, Tommy spoke again. "You not the same as our last
driver. She-mmm-not friendly like you! She not love us
like you. You good-mmm-friend, aren't you, Randy?"
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How could he say that? What had I done to make
him think I was friendly? Then the fog in my supposedly
normal brain began to dissipate. Maybe Kenny wasn't
the only blind one on the bus after all. If Tommy
thought making up games and giving Kenny a test
proved my friendship, what would a real gesture of
friendliness mean to them?
"Could I have your attention?" I shouted to make
myself heard over the roar of the engine and the chatter
of the youngsters. "I have an announcement to make.
Tomorrow is going to be the First Annual Bus 11-A
Christmas party. I'll bring cider and doughnuts for
everyone, and we'll pull over at the township park. How
does that sound?"
Amid the cheering and excited laughter I realized
that tomorrow I would face my test. Was I really
beginning to love these kids, or was I only play-acting?
Suddenly, something smashed into the windshield.
I glanced out the side window and saw a boy laughing
gleefully because he had scored a direct hit with his
snowball. Instantly I flashed back to other afternoons
when I had seen teenagers gesture and make fun of us
as we passed. I saw the faces, saw them mouthing
"Crazies!" and twisting their bodies to imitate the
handicaps of my kids. An idea struck my mind.
"Tommy, they can't do that to us!" I yelled.
"No! They-mmm-can't do that to us!" he echoed.
I pulled the bus around the next corner and stopped.
-185-

I reached over and opened the door as I spoke to
Tommy.
"I want you and Marcus to go out there and bring
lots of snow into the bus."
Tommy looked at me questioningly, but he obeyed.
Loaded up with snow, he and Marcus climbed back in.
I then instructed my kids in the fine art of making
snowballs. I made one for myself.
Then I slowly pulled the bus around the block and
onto our original route. Moments later we spotted the
kid who had pelted us, walking ahead on the sidewalk.
Quickly all the windows on the bus went down, including
my own. I slowed the bus to a crawl. And when we were
next to the fellow, I heaved my snowball. Simultaneously,
a dozen snowballs flew from the bus as our tormentor
stared open-mouthed. It was Tommy's snowball that
landed squarely on the guy's jaw. Cheers filled Bus 11A.
I immediately felt guilty about what I had put them
up to. But we were Bus 11-A, and I was tired of
everybody making fun of my friends. Yes, my mentally
retarded friends, friends like Tommy. Maybe I did feel
sorry for him. He was good-looking and robust, and it
was sad that his mind wasn't as fit as his body.
Still, my feelings went deeper than pity. Our
friendship transcended trivial conversations about his
five girlfriends.
As the cheering and laughter died, Tommy seemed
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to sense my mood.
"You OK, Randy?"
"Yeah, is everything all right with you, Tommy?"
"It OK," he replied. "I-mmm-just thinkin' about
something."
"What's going on inside that head of yours?" I
probed.
"Oh, I just thinkir'. About-mmm-you," he said.
"You knowwhat we like-mmm-most about you, Randy?"
I wondered what aspect of my personality had
attracted them. Perhaps it was the upcoming party?
The way I sounded so official when I talked on the twoway radio?
"Go ahead, tell me," I said.
"Randy, what-mmm-we like most about-mmm-you,
is that you're just like one of us! You're human. You got
love."
"Thanks, Tommy."
I couldn't say anything more just then, but Tommy
understood.
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Da
by Christine Quinn
Slightly stale decaying flowers
drop onto the lid
Like the dirt clumps
shoveled with anger and ease over the cement block
tightly covering the ornate, heavenly cage.
Foggy faces.
Watery words.
Processions of blackness fill the atmosphere.
Sympathy cards clutter the coffee table.
The Obituary with its heavy ink plastered on the
fridge.
Five years past.
Mere glimpses which do not belong to me.
Memories borrowed from a shy child,
whose cheeks became the slide for many water
drops.
She did not drown- Saved by isolation and a secret
space.
Flashbacks belonging to another. Not me.
I, only the carrier of pain, possibly carrying the
disease.
Detachment, denial, dejection.
Time elapses and tortures me unknowingly.
Years change the body as knowledge changes the
mind.
Will he recognize these eyes half his own?
Or the nose shaped more like his each day?
Looking less like her as the years merge with one
another.
Leaning toward him who will never lay eyes on this
new being I have become.
Hands so monstrous,
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unlike mine. A grasp so powerful.
Will they ever cup my hands, ceasing all my intimate
insecurities?
Questions plague the mind till death.
Wishing is futile.
Faith, family, and endless work.
Smoked Winstons and drank Budweiser.
A struggling immigrant with a worn accent.
Controlled Hate which leaked out through his eyes
after a few
cold ones. Dinners left untouched. Harsh commands.
Lectures about all the phonies running aimlessly.
(Spoken with a slur and a head which wobbled to and
fro.)
Diagnosis.
Operation. Operation
Voiceless. A hollow box.
Unbearable silence piercing the ear.
Muffled sounds.
Written words full of regret and sadness.
Tangled tubes draping the hydraulic bed.
Foreboding smell of compressed roses. (an air
freshener waiting patiently on the window
pane.)
Eruption
Near the apple, liquid gushes soaking the mattress.
Heavy breathing, the rosary, a family circle.
Gasping for air.
Gasping for air.
Gasping for air.
Finished. Done.
Finally.
Letters bearing his name still overflow the mailbox.
We have stopped counting the cash and prizes he has
won.
She often jokingly wonders if she can collect on them.
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She is now the proud member of a society and a
foundation.
Giving away her money although it is too late, for
Him.
Eerie to think;
His fingers will never fumble through our paper rack.
His knuckles will never knock on my door.
And his arms will never wrap around this new being
I have become.

White Eating 9VGrngos
by Shu-S1€u Lou
Man goes.
Relationship gone.
I
manhandled.
Handling mango(e)s
now
handling
I.

-190-

The Eyes The the Window to the Soul
by Yason Pingot
The eyes are the window to the soul.
They let you see what's inside the mind,
They reach past the masks,
They show more than the surface,
Portals through which
One can see the reality.
The eyes are the worst kind of wounds.
Normal wounds close themselves,
They shield the pain from the outside world.
But the eyes don't heal,
They expose the pain
For all to see.
But few dare look,
It's easy to accept the images
Of confidence, security, courage.
Not depression, loneliness, self-doubt.
For all on-lookers have a fear,
A fear that the windows
Are actually mirrors.
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C/irLctafleC Continued
by 'Tom !7v(anlTey
A few pages of a manuscript titled Christabel Part III,
which has been conclusively identified as SamuelTaylor
Coleridge's handwriting, was recently discovered in an
ancient steamer trunk in the basement of a house in
Truro, Nova Scotia. Coleridge completed the first two
parts of the poem "Christabel," which he anticipated
would be five sections long. Before now, only the first
two sections were available. Now, for the first time,
several hundred new lines have been discovered. This
fragment was brought to my attention last year, and, in
the interest of furthering academic understanding of
Coleridge and his work, I would like to present this
transcription to the general public.
It has already been read by numerous Coleridge
scholars who are currently debating the validity of the
manuscript. Although it is in Coleridge's hand, as
identified by the noted scholar Mabel Jenkins, some
debate continues as to the propriety of including this
fragment with the poem as originally published. I leave
the decision to you, the reader.
Humbly, Thomas J. Manley, March 8, 1994.
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Christabel, Part III

Geraldine, on the Baron's arm,
Seeks his favor with her charm;
"Sir Leoline, my handsome Lord,
Forgive me if I seem untowardAt risk of seeming most uncouth,
Perhaps bard Bracy speaks the truth,
Perhaps in the wood an evil dwells
Which he could banish with his spells;
Let him sing his cleansing song
With your entourage along.
Take with you your minstrel bard,
your daughter and your castle guardAnd, please, take me along
To add to Bracy's mine own song."
"You speak true," says Leoline,
"But to your father's soul's dismay
I would not add another day;
For your return, he must pine;
I know I would if thee were mine."
Geraldine strokes the Baron's hair,
"It is touching that you care,
But one more day will not distress
My noble father's tenderness.
For I was not taken from Tryermaine,
But from some nearer grassy plain.
You see, I was coming here
-193-

With a message for your earHe sent me with an apology,"
The lady drops to bended knee,
"The Lord de Vaux sends his regrets
For years and years of idle threatsBut now, he would make amend
With you, his long lost, heart's best friend."
A gentle tear on the Baron's cheek,
With a distant look, he begins to speak;
"I knew your father long ago,
We met when we were very young;
We ran and fought and fenced and so
I never learned to hold my tongue.
Boyhood comrades learn to speak
With little thought, with tongue in cheekAnd so, upon his wedding day,
I told him that his bride looked grey
Beside mine own sweet Lady fairHe said, 'I need her like I need air;
She is my very living breathWithout out her I have naught but death.'
He took offence where I meant none
And vanished like the setting sun;
I thought, surely soon, he would rise,
But I've seen only black night skies.
Surely, now that all is past
And we can seal our friendship fast.
"Your father now I yearn to see:
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With all due haste, I'll send Bracy
With his message, as before,
But now with one item moreAcceptance of his apology
And some token gift from me,
A symbol of our friendship newA symbol that our fight is through."
"Yes, yes! Sir Leoline!"
Cried the lovely Geraldine,
A gift of friendship must you send
for this foolishness to end."
The Lady's look of warmth and glee
Is driven from her pious face;
"But let Bracy stay that he
May cleanse the evil from this place.
Let him tarry for today
And tomorrow go awayI must confess, I fear that thing
To which Bracy wants to sing.
I would feel much more at ease
If Bracy sang; Oh! Let him please."
And so it is that Leoline
Abandons his plan for hers;
"For you, my Lady Geraldine,
This change of plan occurs."
Geraldine takes the Baron's arm
And kisses him lightly on the cheek.
Sir Leoline fears no harm,
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(Although his legs are feeling weak.)
"I fear no evil with you near;
Alone would I this evil face.
I want to drive it far from here
And keep you close about this place."
"Leoline, my noble Lord,
Fetch your shield and fetch your sword,
Get your daughter and bring your bard:
We'll deal this thing a blow so hard
That it shall tremble in fear and know
That you are indeed a mortal foe!"
The Sacristan tolls the noon-day bell
While in the courtyard the party meets
And Leoline each member greets;
Geraldine and Christabel,
Castle guards with swords so sharp,
And Bracy with his gilded harp.
"Bracy, I've had a change of heart;
For Tryermaine you shall not start
Until the matin bells are rung
and your cleansing song is sung.
Geraldine shall come along
To add her power to your song:
Christabel goes to the wood
Because fresh air will do her good:
And you, our guards, shall watch our back
In case those outlaw villains attack.
With the help of the Lord above,
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We'll find what threatens Bracy's dove."

Geraldine, with icy stare,
Whispers softly to the air,
"It is given me this hour
To silence Bracy's song of power;
Let him play his harp and sing,
Today, no hope his song will bring."

The next part of the text is missing, but perhaps a
few primary points may be inferred. From the direction
of the plot and Geraldine's words, it is clear that she
delayed Bracy intentionally. She has the power to make
Bracy's efforts ineffective and, by letting him sing, she
puts Sir Leoline's mind at ease, providing her more
freedom than she would have if his suspicions were
raised. However, it is still unclear what Coleridge
intended her intentions to be. The evil in the forest,
Geraldine's master, is still formless and nameless.
The text resumes with the opening of Part 1V,
apparently the next morning after Bracy has
failed to drive the evil from the forest.

Part IV

The matin bells toll long and slow
And the toothless bitch growls so low
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That only the sextons' ghosts may hear
The mastiffs whimpers filled with fear;
The sextons huddle beneath the rock
To curse the dog and curse the clock
And curse the bell which once they rang
Above the church, wherein they sang
Hymns to God, and to His Grace;
But now, in their forsaken place,
They count the bells for their Lady's death
And wait for their last brother's last breath.
In the cool, crisp air of morn
Bracy counts the bells forlorn
And looks out to the forest dim
Where something evil waits for him:
The dream he had again this nightThe snake, coiled tense, it bides
Green as the herbs in which it hides,
And, lightning, strikes the dove in flightIt twists around the white bird's chest
And sinks its fangs into her breast.
Cold, red blood stains her down
The deepest scarlet of a royal gown.
Bracy shakes the spell and sighs,
"This damned dream has stained my eyes;
Naught but this vision shall I see
Until, at last, the dove is free.
But now, to Scotland must I go
To seek the hall of the Lord de Vaux- 198 -

To offer him his Geraldine
And the friendship of Sir Leoline."
Bracy walks through the drafty hall,
Cold since the first touch of Fall,
And enters Leoline's presence-room,
Once more to tell his vision of doom.
The Baron sits on his regal chair
Watching his breath in the frosty air.
"In the forest," the bard beginsLeoline waves his hand and grins,
"Build up the fire and sit a spell
Before your story you begin to tellThis story I've already heard
About the snake and the snow-white bird.
Geraldine and Christabel
Have heard the story told, as well,
And neither I nor they
Wish to hear it again today;
For their gentle hearts it strains
And, as for me, my ears it pains.
Leave off your tale; instead, tell me
How much longer will it be
Before you and your chosen boy
Can leave to bring Rowland this news of joy?"
Bracy bows his head and saith,
"My Lord, this is my parting breath."
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From this brief conversation, we find that Leoline is
indeed much at ease, and perhaps a bit listless, which
may suggest that Geralidine's influence over him is
increasing, lending credence to the theory that Geraldine
is some type of psychic vampire, as suggested by THAT
GUY in his book The Road to Tryermatrte.

Bracy's

frustration is evident and there is some ambiguity to his
final statement, "this is my parting breath." He could
simply be telling Leoline that he is leaving immediately,
or, indeed, it may be a prophecy of his own impending
doom. Until more of the manuscript is uncovered,
however, this will remain a mystery.

Author's Note:
This is a lie. I made up the poem and Mabel
Jenkins, too. But I didn't make up the poem
ChristabeL Arthur Hobart Nethercot really did
write The Road to Tryermairte, published by the
University of Chicago Press, 1939.
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QincontrotTabte 'Urges

by Yenny Cotvilie
Maria lived in the attic of the old bank building that
had been converted into a laundromat by her
grandmother Frida. Frida kept the best machines in the
vaulted room at the back of the bank and charged extra
for their speedy cycles. Marla's bed was directly above
the vaulted room so she woke up and fell asleep to the
circling vibrations and steam beads on her head board.
During the day, while the laundry was revolving, her
grandmother Frida took the customers into her kitchen
and told them her spun dry and edited stories about
how she had come to take on the slightly damp load of
her grandchildren. Maria heard the beginnings of these
stories and sat like a cat in angry heat on her bed. She
imagined herself as living one story above the center of
the spinning and lying universe. She lived just outside
the place where the stories were told and cleaned, and
where all the chaotic laundry met to be recycled,
bleached and stripped of unwanted dirt.
Marla's grandmother had taken care of Marla and
her brother Steven since middle age. She had a way of
saying this that made middle age sound ancient, like a
time when men hit other men over the head with swords
and women grew pale and decided to become nuns.
Marla imagined that her grandmother had never passed,
or come out victorious, from this dark place in the past.
-202-

Frida lived in a state of religious exaggeration. Even her
wide brimmed hat and the scarf she wrapped around
her head like a bandage whenever she went out in the
sun seemed imbued with a sacred starchiness. She
planted carrots in rows and marveled at how God
helped to raise their round orange heads, yet she kept
herself hidden from the sun, either for fear of skin
cancer or God's radiating glory. On Sunday evenings
she held prayer meetings and dinner for all the town
widows and spinsters. Inside the dining room's damp
walls she served her converts carrots. Little rays of
sunshine for old hands and mouths.
Frida's stories were always the same. And Marla
didn't understand why she bothered to make them up
because they were all freaks anyway. She knew what
the rest of the town thought. Nevertheless, Frida made
Maria's parents sound like Adam and Eve. According
to Frida they were two beautiful bodies; golden and
crisp and surrounded by leaves. Maria and her brother
Steven had heard about how their parents were so in
love that they climbed into an inflatable raft on lake
Michigan and forgot to come back. Frida said she saw
her daughter leave with the hand of her lover holding
the waist of her dress. They rolled down the sand to the
waves sharing warm kisses, spread a blanket in the
bottom of the raft and floated out like a self-insulated
cocoon. When they disappeared from sight a storm
spread across the sky and it rained so hard and long
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that Frida's vegetable garden washed away. "Gone was
the fruit of love - the beautiful temptation and all the
little carrots, radishes and cucumbers," she told her
customers. Frida resigned herself to a life of hard labor
after this. She hoed in the garden perpetually trying to
loosen the rocky soil. She even hired aboy to come three
days a week and work on the vegetables. She only hoped
every spring for one small gift to lessen the wrath: a
large squash, or a perfectly formed head of lettuce.
Marla had heard the story so many times that her
mother and father had become like cartoon characters.
She hated her grandmother for making a bad story into
a biblical version of the paperback romance novels she
bought at the drug store. Marla read them all secretly
and she knew the one that the story came from. Alone,
or hiding in a closet, she read about the young couple
who, dizzy with love, white teeth, a night at the carnival,
on the ferris wheel, laid down in the boat with their
arms entangled and drifted in circles until they were
swallowed by the tide. They were found arm in arm on
the beach like two tangled Gumby bodies. Her hair was
curling around his torso, barely covering her forever
heaving breasts. They were entombed by a mysterious
heart drawn around their bodies in the sand.
When Maria finished this story, her throat clicked
together three times and her eyes squeezed out water in
spite of the dry raspy feeling inside her chest. She
pinched herself for being so disgusting and then read
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back over the lovers' descriptions. She tried to plump
up their faces, fill out their eye sockets, and will color
into their cheeks. She formed their faces so that they
began to look like the two portraits she kept in her top
dresser drawer. They were still one dimensional, flat
like polished pages but in her mind she could make
them move a little, scuffle under a flutter of paper. This
was all she allowed herself. She set up rules for her
parents memories. She liked the way that she could
contain them in the action of the book. She felt safer
that way. It was like holding a real tarantula in a plastic
paper weight.
One day after Marla read the story she overheard
her grandmother talking with a customer and the two
versions of the same story clicked together. The
realization that Frida shared Marla's embarrassing
secret made the inside of her stomach feel as if it had
been pulled through a cheese grater. They were both
guilty! Maria knew that someday Frida would find her
out. She would find a novel under her bed, a tube of
lusty lipstick, or the portraits in her dresser. Or worst
of all, she would walk into the room while she was
watching the thick shouldered boy that her grandmother
had hired to work in the garden and tend to their back
yard.
Marla felt a strange attraction to the boy that she
sometimes brought full glasses of sloshing water to.
She knew that all he had to do was move his head and
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catch her white face in one small second and she would
be caught. For this reason she hated him as much as
she liked him. She found herself thinking about him
while she read the horrible paperbacks. And when she
thought about him in the context of her grandmother
and her parents, the idea of him covered her in sticky
red guilt. Maria decided to make a move before she was
caught. The next morning with accusation stretching
up her neck, she wrote a sign in big ballooning black
letters and put it up in front of the shop. The sign read,
"Laundry and a first hand account of the legendary
drowning of two local yokels."
She remembered her grandmother's anger when
she saw the sign and how she, herself, began to feel sea
sick as the anger gradually shifted to silence. Despite
herself, Marla had gone from red to blue, inevitably
pulled by her grandmother's tide that drifted in and
crashed against the sofa then settled down low, revealing
an emptiness in between the walls.
First Frida yelled at Marla. "How dare you cheapen
the memory of you mother and father! "The sign was
in her hand and and her hat had fallen off so that with
her wrapped head she looked like a shivering earthworm.
"They were saints. They would have been saints if it
wasn't for their lust! That's what I tell people."
Marla felt excited as her grandmother trampled
toward her raising the sign over her head as if she had
discovered the root of all evil. She loved the unpredictable
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power of her pain which could take hold of people and
make them shake. She remembered going to the grocery
store when she was younger and standing in line
behind her grandmother. She had thought that her
grandmother's big black shopping bag full of sticky
tubes and spikes that hung over her head like a huge
boulder was somehow close to her heart. When her
grandmother opened her bag to fish for change,
sharpened pencils and wads of red bubble-gum spilled
out and assaulted the clerks who chased the rolling
pencils and stuck their hands in the already chewed
wads of gum. Maria reveled in the chaos that the bag
created and watched carefully as her grandmother,
who at first seemed surprised by her explosive purse
and apologized profusely, couldn't help but steal an
extra pack of bubble gum while the clerk was scrambling
along the floor after the pencils. Maria learned to steal
that way, first from candy racks and later from people.
She knew how to catch them when they were weak, she
remembered the new collared necks of the young clerks
whose heads swiveled back and forth toward the
manager's door.
Later in the day, the anarchy of her grandmother's
anger began to subside. She slowly sucked it back
inside her from the small opening of her mouth. Maria
heard it whistle in and out like air escaping a pinched
balloon. While Frida tried to contain her breathing she
tapped her heels back and forth in front of the kitchen
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door where Maria was peeling potatoes. Marla smiled to
herself and slashed her silver peeler into the skin of a
potato.
But around evening, her grandmother's anger began
to settle into her bones and the potatoes that had been
boiled fell apart too easily in Marla's hands. Half way
through dinner Maria felt the charge die out and the
pain congeal like clumps of cold butter. Frida, with her
hair poking through her turban and curling toward her
cheeks, looked at her granddaughter and said, "You
misunderstand me." Her eyes glistened and new lines
opened on her face slowly.
"I don't have much else to do," she said in a tiny gasp
that tried to find its target in Marla. Marla felt it poke
and prod, search for a soft spot and then grow tired and
circle around the dining room tables until it became
part of the clocks tick in the china cabinet and the quiet
roar of the washing machines.
At times like this, when Maria had her grandmother
sunken between her shoulders she wanted to scream.
She felt their absence most painfully and the house
move around it stiffly. She felt her brother's desperate
eyes scuttle around until they wore on his eyelids and
teared. Everything was open and raw, beating like a can
of peeled tomatoes. Maria became disgusted with the
lines on her grandmother's face and the way her brother
hunched in the corner, visibly struggling over his
arithmetic problems. She thought that she could feel
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the seconds grow long and multiply under his finger.
She thought they might jump onto the table and batter
each other with silent pots and pans. Nothing would
ever add up. Usually Marla did something drastic to
show that she could rise above these beaten silences.
Sometimes she made the most of it by cashing in on her
grandmother's apology. She would purposefully stay
up past her bed time and sleep in late so she missed
school, knowing that Frida wouldn't say anything. This
time she stood up and slammed her chair into the china
cabinet. She held her plate in both fists and threw it up
to the ceiling where the mashed potatoes clung like a
terrible white cloud and dropped chicken bones that
scattered across the floor. Frida looked at the mess and
began to shake so that even more hair came loose from
her turban. Her pupils became strong again and she
jumped on to her heels. Marla felt a rush of excitement
as her grandmother's voice rose.
"Jesus have Mercy!" Frida said. Marla felt her energy
come back. She was relieved to have her grandmother
angry rather than sad. She liked the irrationality, the
stupid words that flew around in no particular direction
much better than she liked the deep sadness that swam
around in her grandmother's eyes with a strong current
of truth. Marla ran toward the door before the anger
backed down again. She saw her brother sitting in the
corner still struggling and her radar that drew her
toward weakness began to beep. She looked at him from
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the doorway with her eyes buzzing. She knew that if she
yelled at him she would have to torture herself later, but
she was already out of control. Steven sensed her eyes
and sunk down inside himself in order to seal off for the
attack. He wrapped his eyes around the numbers on his
page and they banged metallically against each other.
Maria looked at his puzzled forehead and the cowlicks
that engulfed it. She saw that he was a victim; vulnerable,
ten years old and without parents. The only love that
she knew oozed out of her mouth like a zit, like smelly
armpits. "You're so stupid," she said.
Marla left without her shoes that night. Walking on
the bumpy asphalt soothed the left over energy whirling
in her head. She liked to inflict herself with pain; to
scrape at scabs or sit in yoga position until her toes
turned white. Sometimes when she felt bad she imagined
that it made up for her meanness. When she yelled at
her brother, pulling the hairs out of her legs or taking
a bath in scalding hot water was the most satisfying way
to apologize.
It was the emptiness in the house that always
bothered her and she hated it when her grandmother
tried to look her in the eye and apologize for it. Living
there sometimes gave her the feeling that she was going
to drown or get sucked into a deep cycle of one of the
washing machines. She would never be noticed because
no one would hear her splashing over the regular swish
of the cotton and denim. Sometimes she felt that she
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might sink so deep into the water that she wouldn't be
able to hear its movement anymore. She'd go down
where the fish disappeared and the water didn't feel
cold, only like heavy air. She would only be able to move
slowly, like walking across the moon with a blue
blindfold or trying to run in a nightmare. She was afraid
that the pressure and the depth would eventually make
her stop and lie down on the bottom like their bodies
had done, with eyes unrecognizing and unrecognizable
in the unfocused water. She imagined that if she went
down she would lie there forever and never be able to see
their faces clearly enough. Under water they couldn't
embrace each other or move their lips to discuss how
she had grown, whose eyes and whose nose belonged
to her and what she would be when she grew up, or
tell her who she was supposed to be. Sometimes she
dreamt that she rolled up against them and they
shuffled with their floating clothes flapping around
them like tender fins and then settled again slowly and
mutely.
That night Steven gave up on his homework and
came to sit by the side of the laundromat in the
sandbox. He loved to feel the sand sifting through his
fingers and imagined he was at the beach. He stretched
out his legs and closed his eyes so that the only thing
he could feel were the backs of his thighs and the sand.
Sometimes he imagined an ocean scene and different
things floating around in dark waves. He drew on the
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sand with sticks, and with his own hand made whales
and seahorses and swallowing tides. He made his
mother a mermaid and his father king Triton, then lay
down on his back to let them hover over him, wobbling
stiffly like cut outs on a mobile. As he moved his fingers
back and forth, lying flat on his back, he saw his sister
in a flash of white T-shirt hopping painfully in the dark
and getting smaller.
Steven had become used to Maria's meanness.
Instead of scooping out his insides like it used to it only
got as far as the outside of his stomach. It beat on it like
an empty drum, one solid thump at a time. His
grandmother had told him over and over again that
there was nothing wrong with him. He wasn't stupid. He
had an imagination and could draw pictures with a
blindfold on. She kissed each one of his fingers and
rubbed them like kindling sticks. She told him that
there were sparks in the ends and that someday if he
rubbed them hard enough against his drawing paper,
they would ignite. But even though she told him that,
Marla was mean to him only because she was mad at
herself, he didn't understand. There was nothing wrong
with Marla, she had thick strong legs and could climb
trees better than anyone he knew. And Marla picked at
everything about him. She picked at the way he chewed,
the way he breathed when he had a sinus infection.
Sometimes he tried to hold his breath until he gulped
down mucus and almost strangled. When he finally
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coughed it up to take in air, he thoroughly disgusted
her. Still, he picked up her shoes from the porch and
followed her into the dark. He hid behind bushes so that
she wouldn't see him. He was fascinated by her and
always hoped for a little bit of attention. When he finally
caught up with her she climbed into a tree.
"Why did you follow me?" she demanded as he
stared up at her bare toes.
"I brought your shoes," he said. She reached down
and fastened them around her feet, pulling the strings
so hard that Steven thought she would cut off her
circulation.
"Ouch," he couldn't help but saying when she tied
the final bow. "When are you going to stop being such
a wimp?" she asked. She offered down her leg like a limb
of the tree and he grabbed it and hoisted himself up.
Maria and Steven sat in the tree without talking
until they saw a couple step out from behind the snack
bar and walk toward the back stop.
"Be quiet now," Marla instructed her brother as they
watched the couple press their backs against the pock
wired fence. Marla saw the back of his neck and her
head, perched on his shoulder. They rested together
awkwardly. She tried to stick to his body like a puzzle
piece until he swung a stiff arm around her shoulder,
tilting her stiff yellow hair. She said something, shaking
her shoulders, and he stood up. She remained seated
until he offered her his hand, then jumped up and
-213-

pranced beside him on white high heels. Marla and
Steven saw the white shoes stepping toward them and
remained still.
Maria noticed that the boy had a rough outline. His
shoulders stuck out like a football player's and his arms
were wide but had no curves. She thought that he
looked like he would be handy on a construction site to
knock down houses. He had a straight nose that Maria
had studied from the back porch. When she saw him
turning like a large piece of machinery in the moonlight
she had to gasp. It was the boy she admired from the
vegetable garden, the one that pushed the lawn-mower
through the grass like a steam shovel. She watched
helplessly as he craned his neck around and revealed
the flat expanse of his wide forehead. The moon beamed
off of it as they walked closer and stopped under the
tree. Marla grabbed Steven's knee to keep her balance
and felt that he was shaking.
When Steven saw the two figures under the tree he
imagined them to be perfect. They moved like ghosts. He
started to quiver in his knees and couldn't help it when
the shaking spread to his hands that gripped slender
branches full of leaves. The two figures turned their
heads upward and in their faces he saw the old
photographs, the smoothed flat faces with large eyes.
They looked bewildered, like two people who were
drowning.
"Who's up there?" yelled the girl. Maria heard Steven
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suck in his air and squeezed his leg harder.
"It's us!" Steven called out. Marla felt her stomach
expand. She imagined herself as the boy might see her,
long legs and a small head hiding up in a tree like a
pitiful bird.
"Who's us?" asked the boy, lifting his head so the
moonbeam disappeared. In that second Marla knew
what would come next. She watched her brother gather
his courage, she felt the leaves shaking around her
climactically.
"Your children," he yelled.
"What?" said the boy.
"Who's up there?" The girls voice reached up
frantically. It scratched against the tree.
The boy gripped the branches with his powerful
arms and swung his legs up onto the trunk. This
sudden movement and his fearless curiosity left Maria
stunned. She retaliated by kicking down on his fingers
with the hard bottom of her shoe. Her heart started
pounding as he sprang back from the tree. He rolled
down to a ball on the ground, hunching his shoulders
and head over his hands and hopping lightly on bent
legs.
He held his finger up to his face and Marla saw that
it was crooked where she had kicked it with her shoe.
As the boy looked at it it seemed to send a similar
crooked revolt through the rest of his body. He shook
like a piece of lightning and then dropped his hand and
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stood perfectly still. Marla had practiced her kicking on
the washing machines which always responded with a
dull bang and then went back to business. Now she
shivered along with the boy when she saw how she had
bent his bone, she felt the heel of her shoe pop the joint
at the knuckle. The girl in the high heels teetered over
him, but held her fluttering hands at a distance.
"Oh, Oh" she said, as if some one was hitting her in
the face with little puffs of air.
The boy took up his wounded hand and left the girl
to flutter behind him. His outline became smaller and
instead of plowing like a bulldozer it hopped off like a
frightened monkey. At the end of the baseball diamond
it stopped and rose three inches as if it had suddenly
forgotten its pain. It turned its head over its shoulder
and looked back at the tree.
His face was a clear white question except for the
black shadows under his eyes from the lamp he stood
under. Marla felt sick. She thought of her own face. It
was slender and mean and always full of color with
thick lips that puckered into a bruise. And she had boy
legs, thick at the ankles. They were strong and solid in
shoes with hard black soles. She watched as he
uncurled his shoulders and the circles under his eyes
became smaller and more concentrated.
He yelled "I know who you are! You're the weird girl
who lives in the laundromat. You're the girl with the
ugly shoes, who sits up in her bedroom and doesn't do
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anything but stare out the window!" The boy was now
fully facing her, the blacks of his eyes shot out anger
and betrayal. Marla felt her circulation which had been
rapidly slowing down shift into a hypothermic state.
She felt the waves of Lake Michigan circle her body until
she was so frozen that she couldn't feel anymore.
Sorriness sunk into her muscles like cold needles and
she grabbed Steven's hand. But as quickly as the dull
sting came, she pushed it back out again using her
stored supply of surplus energy. She swung herself out
of the tree and stomped with the bottom of her thick
soled shoes in circles of rage around the playground. He
found her out. He felt like digging a deep hole in the
moist earth and climbing in to it. Instead she untied
the strings of her shoes and threw them over the
backstop, as far as her arm could penetrate the sky.
She heard a distant splash when they landed across
the street in the city swimming pool. Steven was still
stuck in the arms of the tree when Marla returned. The
leaves had stopped shaking but Steven told her that he
couldn't come down.
"You scared them away," he cried in a tired voice.
Marla was used to Steven's hallucinations so she
grabbed him by the ankle.
"Come on, it won't do you any good to stay up there.
They're not going to come back." Steven's leg stayed
stiff. She'd never seen him this bad before. He seemed
paralyzed, perched in the tree like a wooden owl.
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"I know they won't come back, but I don't want to
leave," he said shaking his foot away. Maria sometimes
thought that her brother was too much like her
grandmother. They could both change things into
things that they weren't. It was like being color blind but
worse. Things lost their shape for them, melted together,
and were always fuzzy around the edges. And in their
always turning, switching and cycling minds there was
something beautiful. It wasn't the end result. God knew
that Maria hated her grandmother's stories and her
brother's hallucinations. It was something about the
process; the hectic whir and gentle chug of their mind
was like the washing machines. It made Maria slightly
dizzy but it also helped her stand. So Maria stayed
under the tree and dug her feet into the earth until her
muscles became weak and she fell asleep. Steven slept
and tumbled out of the tree in a roiling dream. When he
woke up he found himself sprawled across Maria's legs
with his head resting on her stomach. They didn't talk
about the strange night on their way home. But without
the words they helped each other beat at their separate
ideas secretly and build them into a something like a
shared pact, a code word, pin pricks on finger tips for
blood brothers and sisters.
As Maria pressed the bottoms of her feet against the
cool, cemented sidewalk she didn't notice that Steven
was beside her. She felt his weight press equally into the
ground with hers and as they padded along together
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Maria felt like there was a bubble around them created
by their own steady pressure. Their breath went in and
out against it and against the world. She was too tired
to try to push her fingers through it or to remember to
push out Steven. When they stopped in the entryway
Marla had a hard time leaving the bubble. Steven was
looking at her waiting for her to tell him what to do next.
Her mouth opened and closed in her stomach but she
could barely move her lips. She turned away and
walked into her room and left Steven standing in the
empty hallway with the broken bubble hanging limply
over his shoulders.
On Sunday morning, Marla woke up and saw that
the boy in the back yard was her dream lover, and the
one who had made fun of her shoes, she slipped into the
high heels, high heels that had once been her mother's.
She felt their tips sink into the cracks of the corded rug
then stomped out a Spanish dance on the wooden slats
of her floor. She felt the hardness of the wood balance
her, and meet like a strong hand the challenge of her
heavy feet. She pounded down with her soles and the
long cord that attached them to her knees until the
uneasy feeling, the delicate pains of her body that
connected to her memory box, smothered under her
muscles. For a second she hoped that he was looking in
the window, watching her powerful dance. But then the
small pains returned, slowed down her feet and made
her feel self conscious. When she thought just of herself
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her feet came down harder. They hit their mark and
turned red around the ankles. The color rose up past
her knees, made the tips of her fingers tingle until her
whole body glowed like a shiny new tomato, or someone
just born. In her new glory she smoothed up the sides
of her hair with bobby pins, pressed her hands into her
face to mop off the sweat, and stomped out into the
garden and the weary beating sun.
When the boy looked up he had to steady himself
against his rake. Marla knew that he must be hearing
the pounding as it came closer. She imagined herself
the way he would see her. Two purple shoes splintering
the wood of the porch steps and puncturing the lettuce
leaves of the garden. He picked up his hand and tried
to hide it behind his back but Maria saw the bandage.
And then she saw something that reminded her of being
scared, it was the size of his black fingernail, and it
tapped in the shadow of his pulse. She wondered all of
the sudden if he had thought about her after the night
in the park. Maybe she frightened him. He must have
thought about her at least once. She wondered how he
imagined her parents. She wondered if he thought they
were in love of if they were just sex maniacs who wanted
to do it on a great big water bed. Had he thought about
the water creeping in along the seams of the raft or
wondered if they felt their clothes getting. She wondered
if two bodies could keep each other warm and block out
the cold even though they were sinking into a lake.
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Maria handed him the glass of water that before had
been their only communication. Now he looked at the
water suspiciously. Eyed it for dead bodies at the
bottom. Maria watched him tilt back his neck and
swallow. He kept his eye on her until he was finished.
He handed the glass to Maria and picked up his rake
and began separating the weeds from the round orange
carrot heads. Maria walked to the porch and sat watching
his back for signs. She felt the heat circling her ankles
as she waited.
He worked steadily and uncovered two rows, always
pitching the weeds in Maria's direction over his shoulder.
On the second row he started messing up. He began to
shred the lettuce, upturn the carrots, and expose their
weak white tips, which were not ready to leave the
ground. Maria's flush rose to her stomach and she felt
it beat against the skin of her dress. She had found the
Aika-Seltzer Cold and Flu tablets in her grandmother's
big black bag. She loved the way they sizzled and
popped and slowly disintegrated. She wanted to put
him under a spell. She knew right now that he probably
felt dizzy, like he was filling up with salty sea water. It
was the way she felt when she took the tablets lying
down in bed. As she watched the boy he started swaying
around the rake and then fell against the pole which
tipped over into the garden. He lifted up his head to
locate Maria and then staggered back towards the old
abandoned washing machine with the missing door. He
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leaned his back against it and as he sat his head swung
backwards and disappeared into the open hole of the
mouth.
Steven walked out on to the porch and followed
Marla's anger. "Who's in the washing machine," he
asked.
"It's that boy from the park," she said.
"Did you do something to him?" His voice was
shivery as if he expected that Marla may have murdered
him. Marla was surprised by his voice and looked at his
face to see if he was really scared. She saw that his eyes
were flat and looking at her without moving and the
skin around them was a little yellow. Had his eyes
always been like that? They looked sad, like the blue in
them had been rubbed on.
"No. What do you think I did," she said to him
accusingly. The purple high heels started biting into the
back of her feet. She stood up over Steven and walked
toward the machine. She hadn't seen the boy move
since his head disappeared. She walked slowly across
the garden wondering if his head was swimming in dark
whirlpools. The thought of it made her feel fierce, like a
lioness stalking her prey. But halfway across she
started walking faster. She imagined his face and saw
Steven's. His eyes were frightened and peeking out of
deep holes.
"Is he dead?" Steven's voice wavered over the garden
and seemed to echo against the bars of the pen. Marla
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stopped still in the sun and a crackling yellow shudder
ran through her body. She saw the back of the boy's
neck: bare and white with hair bristling out over the
edge of his forehead. It was how she saw Steven sleeping
when she heard him suck in thick air from his nasal
passages and wanted to quietly cover his head with her
pillow. One night she snuck into his room with the
intent of smothering him in his sleep but stopped
herself when she saw the back of his neck. It was only
a thin limb that lead to a body that made a small lump
under his blanket, like a couple sacks of flower. She sat
down on the floor and tears started rolling down onto
the pillow that she clutched in her ugly hands. Nothing
moved except the inside of her head which felt clogged.
It was as if someone was stretching out an invisible
hand and using a spray bottle to get her face wet. The
tears didn't come from the inside. As she sat she
imagined that Steven was dead. She had never been to
a funeral, she couldn't remember her parents' funeral.
Now she saw Steven with papery red and yellow
carnations around his face. They would make him look
like a sad clown, she thought.
Now she was running her fastest through the garden,
over the sand box, and back to the washing machine.
She felt steam rush into her lungs like she was breathing
into a humidifier. She grabbed the boys arms and his
head popped out of the hole. As she drug him through
the yard she didn't notice that he was heavy or that his
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eyes were wide open and that he was staring at her like
she was a strange hysterical spirit. She dropped him
down on the grass and put her hand on his forehead.
She felt for his pulse and held her ear over his mouth to
see if he was breathing. The breath was there, slow and
warm, it wrapped around her ear and flowed inside her
head. When she turned her neck and saw that his eyes
were staring up at her, she jumped back and bumped
in to Steven.
"I only gave him cold medicine," she said letting a
strange heavy sob drop from her mouth like a wet rag.
Steven's knees wobbled as he bent down and waved his
hand over the boy's eyes which waved dizzily in return.
"Don't worry, I think he's OK," he said looking at
Marla. He had never seen her look frightened before.
She stood with her fists clenched like a pillar. Her dress
was moving around her in the wind and her mouth,
which Steven thought was beautiful like his mother's,
was purple and stiff. He left the boy lying on the grass
and put his arm around Marla's back. Marla clutched
at him and they sunk down to the ground. When Marla
saw Frida come out on to the porch she started crying,
hot salty tears that this time seemed to well up from
inside her. Through the water Frida's face turned green
and blue. She ran down the steps with her head wrap
unraveling behind her and seeing with changing face,
the children lying in her ravaged garden. Marla couldn't
lift up her neck anymore. She watched out of the corner
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of her eye as Frida pried Steven away from her and
carried the boy into the house.
She had trapped him. And she had missed her big
chance. She could have violated his body the way that
she felt he had violated hers by making her selfconscious, and by making her body fill up with a thick
juicy heat that left her shivering and shaking on the
outside. In her dreams she had imagined that she might
rape him, take what she wanted while he was weak the
way that she stole her brother's confidence about his
algebra problems and mocked her grandmother's
memories of her parents. She had this powerful feeling
that kept her above water, like Jesus; it made her think
she could make everyone feel less pain by beating them
up. But the feeling was leaking out of her body like a
small hole of air through an inner-tube. She saw the
ghostly shape of his body in her mind along with her
brother's and lying next to them where all the other little
boys that she had thought were pretty and had beaten
up.
They were all hunched in the shade in sleeping
positions with rumpled hair letting out short infrequent
hiccups as if they had been nursing on water from the
wet leaves around them. She imagined herself tiptoeing
over them and wondered if there was anything she
wanted to steal. She had them under her spell, sunk
down deep where slow light passed over their bodies
and heavy rocks in their bellies kept them in place. They
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were almost dead in her thick garden spell.
Now she felt a soft wind blow on her forehead and
she jumped and shivered as if she had been hit in the
head by a cold and heavy wave. The wind knocked her
out and gave a final downward shove to the sadness she
felt creeping through the garden. She decided that she
didn't want to do anything but sink down to the bottom,
lay there with them and not move, breathing air through
the bubbles that formed inside her mouth.
As she sunk she began to see her grandmother's
face in a bright envelope of light floating over her head.
Her forehead was melting and sliding to let her eyebrows
drop over her eyes which pressed back into the sockets.
Her mouth didn't move but Marla knew that her
grandmother was apologizing. She was apologizing for
dents in the washing machines where Marla had injured
her foot, apologizing for the insults that Maria beat into
her brother, apologizing for her parents and for all the
painful secrets that she hid behind her stories. Maria
hated the apologies. She would have rather heard the
stories. She tried to roll over but the water held her in
place. She looked at her grandmother's face again and
from this new vantage point, of sinking down into the
dark, she suddenly wanted to swim up to its safe pocket
of light. Her face was tired and wrinkled but it was
soothing as it rocked back and forth. Her lips were
moving turning over the words, transforming, converting,
she began to appreciate them. But she let her body drop
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anyway until she felt like she was getting close to them.
She lay on her back with her eyes closed to Steven who
crept cautiously over her and looked into her lids. He
was still afraid that they might open and pin him down
on the ground so he sat quietly and drew designs in the
sand around her. Every once in a while he kneeled over
her and poked his fingers against her cheek or picked
up her hand and shook it whispering, "Maria, wake up."
Marla knew he was there but didn't move because she
was afraid he might go away.
Finally, she felt her parents and rolled over onto her
stomach to see them. They were lapping along with the
waves, and bobbing in the sun shapes that floated on
the insides of her eyelids. She slowly began to accept
that her life was a deep ocean, and that she had only
been flailing around on the top, throttling the waves.
She had been kicking bubbles through her toes, slapping
at the water and trying to make it fight her so that it
wouldn't sense her heaviness and let her drop, with
heavy ankles as anchors, to the bottom. With slow
strokes she moved from the garden and limped painfully
onto the porch and up the stairs to her room. As she
moved she felt her insides filling with sand and her
elbows and knees bend under the weight. When she lay
down on her bed she made a deep indentation and she
slept for days, pushed on by the slow churning of the
washing machines, the steam beads on her headboard,
and the feeling that her body had always lain somewhere
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in the middle of their deep circles of water.
The boy woke up in the stock pen to find that the
slits of light had left scars on his skin. They were ironed
on red marks that spread across his arms and face. His
mouth felt gritty and salty, and he remembered the
fizzing drink and then her ankles, swelling out of purple
shoes. But when he looked around the garden all he saw
was the boy. He was sitting, beached in a wooden
sandbox, where clumps of grass grew drawing patterns
with sticks in to the recycled sand. He stood up and
bumped his head against the top of the pen. The bump
shook the pen and shook his bones. As he stepped out
into the garden he felt his fear stretch inside the burns
on his arms. The sun was still hot, and the vegetable
garden looked like it had been run over by a lawnmower. The pig was sleeping under the tree and the boy
kept his back to him. In the quietness he jumped, as if
to move out of the way of something menacing that had
almost passed through his body like a black wing. He
felt it swoop through the space where his shadow stood
and he looked up frantically to try and catch it fluttering
up into the trees. But the yard was quiet. The back of
the boy seemed to secretly record the fear that clanged
from his heart against the bars of the stock pen and not
care. He picked up his bag and ran out through the gate.
He ran along the backyard walls of the alley which were
empty except for the dogs that bobbed their head over
and showed him the insides of their deep pink throats.
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He felt like something was chasing him.
Frida came out into the yard an hour before her
guests were to arrive for the sacrificial feast. The water
was boiling with all her frothy vegetables and the steam
seeped through the screen door and covered the garden
with the sickly sweet smell of their cooking brothers and
sisters. Frida had on her wide brimmed hat and had
swaddled herself with a new white sheet to keep her
clothes clean while she retrieved the bloody pig.
Excitement bounced along the edges of her hat as she
stepped with firm feet around the garden. She did not
notice the wrath that had swept over the yard and
turned her lettuce into seaweed. This is the start of a
new year,' she thought. Cooking all day had made her
feel purposeful and hopeful again. She imagined the
delight in the women's eyes when they tasted the young
flesh flavored with her homegrown seasonings. She
couldn't help but think that while her granddaughter
slept that night, that part of her terrible anger would
squeal out of her and run in a small hoofed frenzy to the
door and and down the street. She quickened her step
when she saw the pig lying under the tree. She was glad
that there wasn't much blood. She bent down and held
her trembling fingers toward it. She was ready to lift it
into her apron when she felt that the skin under her
palms was soft and smooth, and the eyes of the animal
where closed instead of staring at her with severed
anger. She rolled it gently onto its back. Her hands were
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suddenly stable and she began to prod it like a nurse.
She noticed that its feet curled limply to its body but
there was no blood anywhere. She felt on its chest for
a pulse and when she found that it was empty, she
jerked her hand back and held it against her own chest
which pounded like a bandstand. Did it die of a heart
attack? she wondered. Where had the boy gone? She
picked the pig up in her arms and carried it out beyond
the stock pen. There she dug a deep hole and placed the
pig inside. She carefully patted down the soft earth and
then sat on top of the grave and cried until her white
sheet was full of muddy hand-prints. The sun went
down behind the house and Frida took off her hat to let
the moist air sink into her head. There was a light on in
Marla's window and Frida wished she could send all of
her love in through the soft yellow glow. She hoped that
it would be enough. Steven walked up behind Marla and
looked into the pen. His eyes darted to the trapped boy
and his hands grew stiff. For a moment he saw his
father crumpled on the ground, drug up from the lake
and stiff with worry for his wife. He took a few steps
back, trying to come up for air and clear the floating
pictures that seemed to creep into his mind like earwigs.
His eyes went from Marla to the boy, then rested on
Maria, trying to judge whether or not she would attack.
Still unclear of the hallucination he tried to hold the
surface of her eyes against his and whisper through his
pupils, "Don't hurt him". He was surprised when she
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got up and walked over to sit down in the shade of the
tree. Maria picked up a clump of damp soil and as she
held it in her hand she tried to imagine what she could
have taken from the boy. Was there anything of his that
she could have used. Would he have made her more
beautiful, more full and round in the cheeks? Would
she have been able to munch on the payback like an
apple? She took the dirt from her fists and smeared it
over her face. She wanted to blend in with the ground
and disappear so she wouldn't have to see him hiding
like a frightened animal. She looked at the bars of the
cage, the open spaces where the sun baked slowly, like
the hot slits of a toaster over his legs.
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Welcome 1-Lame
by Stephanie LFerrario
I see you now, close to me
feel your fiery breath
unstitching me
You are a scarecrow
stiff with a straw
willing to accept me, to swallow me
But your limbs of hay burn to ashes
as they stagger towards me
in flames your hands
caress my cheeks with fingers of string.
To feel you replenishes my lips
with the sweetest water
from a golden pond.
I choke on the brittle lilly pads,
they warm my hunger
I gasp for breath, drowning,
enjoying the purest pleasure, pain.
No one else can save me now,
No one but you,
your bloodthirsty suckles swimming
around my breasts
will I never be able to taste you,
hold you
never to extinguish your flaming triangular eyes
never to share you through the blank night.
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The King of Hearts
by Oneida Perez
"Off with

your clothes! Off with your clothes!"
He looked so tall and bold
Her fears just took a hold
"The buttons and zippers must go!"
Oh no, Oh no, Oh no
The bed creaked from side to side
By then too late to hide
He demanded his conjugal rights
Her eyes focused on pants so tight
Was it the lack of air
That made him such a bear?
Or was it the bliss
The bliss of her kiss?
Clothes hit the floor
Was the key in the door?
Fantasy/Ecstasy what could it be?
She glanced at the clock; it's a quarter to three
Sudden passions soar
She's warmed to her very core
A touch, a caress
Brings shortness of breath
Because their love was fated
By God, they finally mated!!
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December 31st
by yit( C(arl(.
A bouquet of lights
Dancing sequins among
thick tones of jazz
Lingering lipstick and fingers entwined
Two metal chairs
Occupied on the periphery
The dead weight of his hand
numbing
She turns inward
The old, despised midnight melody
carves its annual crack of loneliness
into her aging face
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fF1Tag-Burning and the fFirst Amendment
by Kevin Ruminson
During the 1984 Republican Convention in Dallas,
Gregory Johnson, a member of the Revolutionary
Communist Youth Brigade, burned an American flag.
Johnson was convicted for his act under a Texas law
"that makes it a crime to desecrate churches, grave
stones, monuments, or any state or national flag."'
This law defined desecration as damaging an object
with the knowledge that it would be likely to offend
others. Johnson was sentenced to a year in jail, and
was forced to pay a $2000 fine. He appealed his
sentence, and the Texas Court of Criminal Appeals
ruled that his conviction was unconstitutional. The
state then appealed this ruling to the U.S. Supreme
Court, which, in 1989, upheld the ruling of the
Criminal Appeals court, arguing that flag burning is an
act of expression protected by the first amendment. 2
This ruling invalidated laws that banned flag desecration
in 48 states, prompting outrage from many Americans.
Sixty-five percent of Americans disagreed with the
Supreme Court's ruling, and many people even called
for a constitutional amendment to protect the flag. To
head off this thrust, the Democratic party proposed a
law that would have made desecration of the flag illegal.
Congress soon passed this law, but in 1990, the
Supreme Court declared it unconstitutional. Soon after
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that, a proposed constitutional amendment died in the
House of Representatives.
This controversy brings up a very good question:
how far should interpretation of the first amendment go
in protecting freedom of expression? The first
amendment to the Constitution of the United States
declares that "Congress shall make no law... abridging
the freedom of speech.114 The majority of the Supreme
Court argued that flag desecration is an act protected
by this amendment. However, many believe that this
interpretation goes too far. They think that the flag is
a sacred symbol that is very meaningful to many people.
Therefore, they feel that it should be protected from
desecration. Others feel as Justice William Brennan
does when he says, "We do not consecrate the flag by
punishing its desecration, for in doing so we dilute the
freedom that this cherished symbol represents."5 Should
the first amendment be interpreted to protect acts of
expression, such as flag desecration, that the majority
find so disgusting? I believe flag desecration should be
protected by the first amendment, and that no further
legislation or amendments need to be added to protect
this right.
This issue is controversial because many
Americans regard the flag as a sacred symbol of national
pride. Its been asserted that the U.S.A. is really the only
country whose citizens feel this way about their flag.
Many feel that the flag is a symbol of unity, and is useful
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as a symbol to rally support for the government,
especially during a war. People who support the
banning of flag desecration argue that all these things
make the flag unique, and give the government a good
enough reason to abridge the free speech rights of an
individual who burns it.
First of all, I believe that there is nothing sacred
about the flag. It is just a symbol, and the things it
symbolizes will exist with or without a symbol. Also, I
believe that a symbol should not be necessary to rally
support for the government. The government should
gain support by convincing people that it is acting in
their best interest, not by just appealing to blind
patriotism using a symbol. Use of the patriotism
caused by a symbol can be easily abused. Some say
that an example of this was George Bush's "flag waving"
campaign against Michael Dukakis. I This may have
been partially responsible for the wave of ultra-patriotism
that created an atmosphere in which people's patriotism
clouded their judgment regarding freedom of speech
and flag burning.
Besides the unconstitutionality of these laws, I
feel that the arguments for them are absurd because of
the difficulty of defining "desecration" of the flag. The
laws and constitutional amendments relating to this
issue were aimed at flag desecration in general, not
specifically flag burning. However, the definition of
desecration was not addressed. Therefore, it could be
-237-

used in relation to many issues. One issue that these
laws would effect would be the use of flags in art. In this
case, art could be banned that contained the flag or
pieces of the flag. However, with the way the law was
worded, it could easily be extended to paintings of flags
being burned or desecrated. I believe that this is very
dangerous, because any restriction of art is a restriction
of freedom. This is also absurd because of the many
objects in our country that have flags on them. For
example, around the Fourth of July, napkins are sold
with flags on them. Would it be "desecration" to burn
a napkin with a flag on it? How about burning a t-shirt
with a flag on it? If that would not be also illegal, then
the law would be very arbitrary. After all, there is
nothing inherently sacred about the cloth a flag is made
of. This whole situation of trying to ban flag desecration
seems to be an exercise in absurdity.
Also, some people argue that banning the
desecration of the flag really does not take away anyone's
rights, since there are other ways for a protester to
express the same ideas. Personally, I do not believe
that flag burning is an extremely effective form of
protest. When a flag is burned at a protest, the act of
flag burning is usually what is publicized, not the
actual ideas that the protester was trying to get across.
However, I feel that any infringement of the way in
which a person is able to express his or her political
opinions is a serious step in the wrong direction. If we
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readily allow the government to take away some of our
rights of political expression, it will be easier for the
government to reduce our rights further. Following the
"slippery slope" logic, it is possible that eventually the
government could ban all forms of political expression
except the spoken word. This could then be reduced
further by only allowing people to say things critical of
the government in locations that would not attract
publicity. After all, you still are allowed to speak your
thoughts, so they might argue that your rights are really
not being infringed upon.
Banning the desecration of the flag would also be
absurd because, in doing so, you are diminishing the
flag's symbolic value. Yes, the flag does symbolize the
values of this country. That is one reason that I find it
so hard to believe that people want to infringe on the
right of a person to make a political statement by
burning the flag. After all, one of the basic values that
the flag stands for is freedom. If our freedom in this
country is reduced, the flag's symbolization of freedom
will be reduced. Furthermore, by prosecuting people
for burning the flag, the government is trying to force
patriotism and respect for the government on the
protesters. Since patriotic people most likely wouldn't
even think of burning the flag, and forced patriotism is
worthless, it seems ridiculous to make laws banning
the desecration of the flag.
Others argue that desecration of the flag should
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be banned because it is extremely offensive to many
Americans. Seeing a flag burn raises very strong
emotions in these people because they see it as an
attack against their country and values. This sentiment
is especially shown by veterans of the armed forces who
say that they fought and bled to protect this symbol of
the American way. One veteran, Charles Inglis, even
went as far as saying, "I don't give a damn whether it's
[the protester's] civil right or not. I fought to protect the
American flag, not to protect him." 8 These veterans
claim they fought to protect the American way of life,
and yet they feel that a mere symbol is more important
than an individual's ability to express dissatisfaction
with the government.
While it is true that flag desecration is extremely
hurtful and offensive to people who hold this view, is
that reason enough to ban flag burning? I do not think
being offensive is enough of a reason to ban anything.
After all, the observer who is offended has the right not
to look at or listen to whatever is offending him or her.
Since the offended party has the right to turn away,
there really is no reason to ban such things. Again, if
you follow the "slippery slope" argument, where would
this stop? Many things in our country offend various
people to various degrees. Who would decide what is
offensive enough to be banned? That would be a very
difficult question, and whoever ended up with the job
would offend different people by banning various things
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others did not feel should be banned. Banning flag
desecration because of its offensiveness would set a
dangerous precedent which could result in much
divisiveness and confrontation in our country. As
Justice William J. Brennan said, "If there is a bedrock
principle underlying the First Amendment, it is that the
Government may not prohibit the expression of an idea
simply because society finds the idea itself offensive or
disagreeable."9 Ifyou take away that "bedrock principle,"
you seriously weaken the power of the first amendment.
Some people argue that flag desecration should
not be protected by the first amendment because it is
not an act of speech. Since no spoken word is involved,
some people argue that interpreting the first amendment
to protect flag desecration is expanding the rights
guaranteed under the Constitution. After all, freedom
of expression is not specifically mentioned in the
Constitution, so these people feel that it should not be
protected. As Chief Justice William Rehnquist put it,
"Flag burning is the equivalent of an inarticulate grunt
or roar." 10 Since the first amendment does not state
that only clear, articulate speech be protected, I believe
that this is an absurdly picky argument. First of all, flag
desecration is a symbolic way for a person to criticize
the government. If we look at the amendment in its
context, it seems obvious that the authors of the
Constitution intended to protect all forms of expression,
especially when political statements are involved. They
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believed that the ability to criticize the government was
essential in keeping the government from corruption
and making it do the will of the people. In fact, this was
one of the major differences between the American form
of government and the English one that the Americans
rebelled against. They had rebelled against a
monarchical form of government that reserved the right
to punish its critics. James Madison, one of the
Framers of the Constitution, made this distinction
when he stated that in a republican form of government
the people should have the right to criticize the
government without being persecuted for their views. 11
If a self-governing nation is given the power to persecute
those who criticize it, then it is no longer self- governed.
Although it may maintain an illusion of representative
democracy, it will, in fact, be a tyranny whose citizens
are forced to conform to the views of the government. 1
The Framers of the Constitution knew this to be true,
and therefore, they made the protection of this right a
part of the Bill of Rights. As a result, I believe that they
would have upheld the right of an individual to criticize
the government by any means, even if those means are
offensive. The ninth amendment to the Constitution
states that "the enumeration in the constitution of
certain rights shall not be construed to deny or disparage
others retained by the people." 3 The Framers believed
that they did not need to spell out every right given by
the Constitution, so they added this amendment.
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Although the Framers did not specifically mention
freedom of expression, I think it is obvious that they
would have classified this right as part of freedom of
speech. They probably thought that the combination
of the first amendment and the ninth amendment
would make it obvious that freedom of expression was
a part of freedom of speech.
I believe that in the case of Gregory Johnson, the
Supreme Court did make the right decision. First of all,
by looking at the first amendment in its context, it
seems obvious that the Framers intended it to protect
acts such as this. Second, the Supreme Court followed
precedent in its decision. The Court has decided many
flag desecration cases over the last 20 years, and has
always ruled in favor of protecting the right to desecrate
the flag. Also the Court followed precedent by classifying
flag desecration as an act of speech. After all, in
previous cases, the Court classified the display of a
Russian flag, wearing a swastika, or taping a peace
symbol on the American flag as free speech, so it follows
that burning the flag should also be considered free
speech. 14
I do not think anything further needs to be done
about the issue of flag desecration. I feel that the
Constitution adequately and clearly addresses the issue,
so no further amendments are needed in regard to flag
desecration. The Supreme Court, so far, interprets the
first amendment in this way, so no legislation by
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congress is necessary either. I think that people should
just let this issue die. After all, it seems absurd to
elevate a symbol of freedom to a level higher than the
actual freedom. Yes, the flag is a meaningful symbol to
many Americans, but, by allowing it to be desecrated by
a protester, a person is showing his or her belief in the
values that flag represents.
I believe that this debate over the issue of flag
desecration is a very dangerous one. It shows how
many people in this country are ready and willing to
control the expressions of others. In recent years, we
have seen an increase in the attempts to censor freedom
of speech. Some examples of this are banning the sale
of albums of the rap group 2 Live Crew, or the gag orders
issued to doctors in government funded clinics that
make it illegal to discuss the option of abortion with a
patient. These are just a few examples of this wave of
censorship that is sweeping across the country.
Personally, I firmly believe in the values held by the
authors of the Constitution. I don't believe that the
original values of this country are the conservative,
repressive values many others have claimed them to be.
I believe that this country was founded and built on the
principle of the importance of individual freedom. If
flag desecration is made illegal, America will be turning
its back on the values that shaped it. I believe that if our
country rejects the right of freedom of speech, many
other rights will soon be lost, and the flag will no longer
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be a symbol of anything more than former freedom
degraded to tyranny.
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Mr. Successfut
By Adam Webster
Every Monday at 12:42 I contemplate suicide right
after I finish grabbing my daily lunch at "Le Magnifique."
They always have it set up for me and they've got the
routine down pat. Water with a lemon twist and an
order of caviar awaits my 12:30 arrival. Three minutes
later the duck a lá orange arrives, steaming and
succulent. Five minutes later coffee with cream and
sugar promptly comes, and two minutes later, with a
final wipe of my mouth, I depart and scurry back to the
limousine which takes me directly to my office, portable
phone constantly in use. I've realized taking the phone
into the restaurant is not feasible. I'm above that, I tell
people. I'm not that obsessed with a phone call, I tell
them. Knowing damn well the only reason I refrain is I
know that if I brought that phone in with me it would
take more than twelve minutes, hindering the whole
dining process. Time is so essential. So, I leave it in the
limo and, although I am not positive of this, and am
unsure if it is even possible, I could swear my hand is
on that phone before I even touch the door handle.
Somehow I meld through the window to grasp that
phone before I even get in. See, Roger doesn't hold the
door open for me, that's a waste of time. He'd have to get
over to the driver's side after doing so, and he can't
scurry, he has to remain dignified. Hell, I don't pay my
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driver a thousand a week to run around like a madman.
I'd like to think I'm a little more respectable in my
conduct. Some say my quickened pace negates this and
I feel inclined to agree with them to a certain extent. But
what do they know? They're not successful.
Today I notice the sidewalk getting farther behind as
I travel through the New York streets. I'm calling,
making appointments with clientele, making
reservations for hotels, plane flights, restaurants. Some
say making reservations with an early grave. I smile at
these people condescendingly; with a look of, "You'll
understand someday. When you're actually doing
something worthwhile with your life." They say I never
take time for myself. Time for myself? Every day I allot
twelve minutes just for myself. Twelve minutes I can't
afford.
Most of the people I know wonder how I can afford
all the money. You know, jocks in high school who
looked down at me from their 6'2" 240 pound frames
telling me that I didn't know how to live. These are the
people I pass, and step over, on the sidewalk to and from
my limousine every day. At least I have a place to live,
even if most of the time it is in my limo, or my head. Hell,
it isn't the money that I care about spending; the
armored cars come daily in droves with just the interest.
It's the time I can't invest. Each minute not pertaining
to business is a squandered minute.
I hop out of the limo and ascend the stairs to the
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grand entrance ofTannenbaum and Squire's Law Firm.
Every day I think I am one case closer to having my
name proudly etched in that gold lettering. At least
that's what I tell myself to keep me going. I enter and
the elevator doorman greets me with a reverent, "Good
day Mr. Maltby," pushes the eight, and up we go. The
trip is silent as usual; I don't know if I've ever said a word
to this man, and I exit without acknowledging him. The
doors close behind me with a bang.
I've decided criminal law breeds criminals. Until we
started prosecuting them, they weren't there. It seems
a weird concept but without the attention, the warm
cells, the well-balanced meals, they get no reward. Hell,
sometimes I think they live better than I do, after I send
them up. Sure, my mansion is a larger cell than the 14
by 14 one to which they are confined, but no one makes
my meals. Not anymore. And no one stops by my place
to play cards and talk. I wouldn't have time to play
anyway, but no one even asks. And the only difference
between the guards and prisoner relationship and my
butler and myself, is that I am the one with control. The
coldness and rigid structure remain the same.
I enter the briefing room where my staff of underlings
eagerly await my instructions. Please the man and
maybe he'll move you up, they think. Make me look
good and I'll use you again, I think. As I prepare my
documents, Louise, my secretary enters.
"Sir?"
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"Yes."
"Sorry to interupt you sir, but Laura called."
Gribbs, my partner, unable to contain his
amusement, smiles. I ignored his childish response. We
have ajob to do, we don't have time for this, I thought.
"Thank you, Louise," I said. With that, she exited and I
presented the case and the evidence to my lackeys. It
was a grueling two hours in which I would catch my
mind running to memories of how life used to be with
Laura: the nights we would sit and laugh by the fire
sheltered from the pelting rain by her parents' cabin in
the mountains or the low-budget picnics to the beach
in our undergrad days - all the foolish endeavors before
I landed this job. I would subsequently drive these
memories away; I hadn't time for that, this was a big
case.
"But if he didn't do it," a voice broke me from one of
my unwanted daydreams, "why does all the evidence
point to him? All the fingerprints, motives, and
opportunities lead us to him."
Rookie, I thought. I don't mind the fact that there are
now literally tens of thousands of lawyers running
around, I just wish you had to take a conscience test
before graduating from law school. Conscience? No
diploma. Consciences are nothing but detrimental to
the judicial process. "Well ..." I stopped mid-thought.
"What's your name?"
"Uh, Robert. Robert Higgins," was the not-so-sure
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response.
"Well, Higgins, that's what we're here to find out.
Why somebody might want all the evidence to lead to
him? More important than why, though, is who. Lay
blame on someone else and your man is a free man. And
you? You get paid!"
"Is that what it's all about. Getting paid?" Higgins
questioned.
"How much do you make here?" I countered.
"Huh?"
"I said, how much do you make here?"
"$40,000 a year."
"Now you only make $20,000 a year."
"But I can't live on that."
"Then I guess that is what it is all about. Getting
paid. Any other questions or do we all understand our
assignments?" No answer except nodding heads, some
with more fervor than others. "Okay, Higgins, conduct
the background check; Mills, check with forensics;
Hamilton, research precedent cases; and Roberts, bring
me the names of witnesses and acquaintances. Gribbs
and I will tie up the loose ends. Report back here on
Thursday at noon. Thank you." They all hesitated, then
slowly filed out of the room with their cheap briefcases
and "I'll make you proud, sir" walks.
Gribbs was the last to rise and the only one to look
at me with more than a glance. He did so with the smile
of a Cheshire Cat. "Way to maintain control," he said,
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half snidely and half - was that an admirable tone?
Probably not, but I took it as one anyway. You take what
you can get. "I thought you and Laura had broken up,"
he said, trying to lead into the one area in which he
knew I was vulnerable.
"To break up, you first have to be going out with
someone, correct?"
"Of course."
'Then we didn't break up."
"You're telling me you were never going out with
her?"
"Your deduction skills have paid off once again."
"Just 'good friends,' right?"
"It wasn't a commitment."
"Would've been better if she had known that."
"She knew damn well law came first. I can't help
that, it's my nature. I did not go to school for eight years
and build a solid reputation for it all to be taken away
by some ..." I trailed off knowing I was getting too
involved in the conversation. The words I mutter now
could be held against me. Anything I say can and will be.
Always will be.
"I just don't have the time," I fumbled.
"Time?"
"I don't have the time, the energy. I can't commit. Not
now."
"Call her back."
What kind of ploy was this. What the hell does he
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care? Toying with me no doubt. "I haven't the time. Nor
the need. I have a job to do."
"Call her," he repeated.
"I can't!" I turned to face him, to drive my point
home, but his hand was outstretched, the phone off the
hook and in my face.
"Hello?" came the soft, smooth, all too familiar voice.
Shit!
"Hello?" she said again.
"Hi," I mustered weakly.
"Phil? Is that you? I called but you weren't in."
"I've been busy."
"Surprise."
"I still am busy," I said, against my will.
"Too busy to talk a little?"
"I'm in the middle of a big case."
"You always are."
"We're assembling the evidence. We've got a strong
case."
"An easy win?"
"I think so."
"You'll win, you always do."
"Yeah, always." And with that I felt empty and an
awkward silence grew. I wasn't in control; I didn't know
what to say. "You said you called. What for?" was all I
could flounder up.
"Just to see what you were doing. If you had any time
to talk. Go out, just for the sake of going out. Be with
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each other. I don't know." She was floundering too.
Dammit, she shouldn't be hurting.
"No, I haven't the time for that. Sorry, but, you know,
24 hours a day; 25 if I can swing it."
"Maybe some weekend, I just thought..."
"I don't have weekends, remember?"
"Make one," she pleaded.
"I can't."
"I want you back," was the desperate response. "If
only just to talk."
"Hey, we're talking now, aren't we?"
"I want it to be like old times. I can't stand competing
with your job. I can't live like that."
"I'm not asking you to. That's why I left."
"I'm here to listen."
"But I'm not here to talk. I don't have the time."
"Time for what!?"
"To get involved. I don't have the energy to
understand." I tried to reason with her like I reason with
myself every Monday.
"Of course you don't have the time, you're running
24 hours a day; what are you running from?"
"I'm running to. To success. To promotion. To fame."
"And you're lonely, tired, exhausted, and 34," she
shot back, pleadingly.
"But dammit, I'm successful!"
"But you're killing yourself."
"Hey, we're all killing ourselves."
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"Yeah," she said, exhausted, "but as usual you're
successful."
And she was right. Every Monday at 12:42, I am
successful. Every Monday, with nothing to look forward
to and nothing but memories to dwell upon, I don't want
to be successful anymore. Then, 12:43 rolls around and
I drop my $100 and hop into my limo dialing numbers
and reading Forbes. And when the headlines read, "Will
There Ever Be an End to His Success?" I think they
mean it differently than I take it. I think they mean it as
a compliment, not a death threat.
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